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SCENE V. of Coll. Front of M*G1Lvin's houſe— 
| ſmall Rails round i, with a Gate that opens. 


CrarLEty diſcover'd getting out of a low Window. 


CHARLEY. 
LL ſeems quiet: 1 hope the old fellow won't hear 
me. I muſt try to wake Moggy.—/ taps at an up- 
Miſs Moggy, Miſs Moggy, 
iſs Moggy M*Gilpin, Miſs—I muſt i her a little bit. 

MoGcy, {looking out of window ) Charley, is it you? 

Char. Yes, I have ſtole the key of your room out of 
your father's pocket. | 

Mos. O charming ! 

Cuax. And if you'll make haſte, I'll watch till you 
come down. 

Mos. And have you got the key of the ſtreet door? 

CuAR. O la, no, I quite forgot that. 7 

Mos. O you fool, how could you forget it: Well, 
ſtay a bit — I'll go and cut my bed-cord, and ſlide down 
by it to you. [ Exit from window. 

CAR. Slide down by her bed-cord—La what a good 
foul it is.— Well I am net the firſt Clerk that has run 
away with his maſter's daughter; and 1 dare ſay ſhan't 
be the laſt, while clerks are poor, maſters rich, and 
daughters pretty. 

Modo {throws out a cord at window) Now, my fine 
fellow, here gces then— 0 lud, I ſhall cut my hands 
What ſhall I do now ? | | 

CAR. Have you got your cloaths ? 

Mos. What, you won't take me without my cloaths. 

A 2 Cu. 
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CAR. The lamb and the heifer are taking their reſt 
The lark and the ſparrow lie ſnug in their neſt ; 
Puſſy dozes and ſo does my doggy, 
All are ſleeping but Charley and Moggy. 
We wake to love before it is day, 
Come, my deareſt, I come, my dear, 
We mult be tripping away. 
Moc. No portion, dear Charley. if I marry thee, 
My liule old daddy will give unto me 
Will love cool it you take me ſo barely ? 
CuAR. Mopgy in her ſn.icket is welcome to Charley. 
We wake to love, &c. | 
CHar. What a romping hoyden it is. — However if 
ſhe had net a ſhilling I'de take her at a venture.— I hope 
I thall be able to take her out of the houſe before my 
maiter, Old Mr M*Gilpin gets up.--O dear, O dear, 
my matter is a whinifical old fellow: he's always talking 
of his great talents in ſpeechifying ; he fancies himſelf a 


prodigious fine orator, which he is ſimple enough to be- 


heve will procure him a ſeat in parliament, tho? at preſent 
he's only ſteward to Laird Donald, and collector of the Ex- 
Ciſe in one cf the moſt remote weſtern Iſlands, ha, ha, ha! 
He has alſo a great belief in witchcraft, and abſolutely 
buniſh'd one Goody Cummins on that account; he wou'd 
have it ſhe*was a witch, ha, ha, ha! -C comes forward to 
the gate O lord, this gate is lock'd and I have not the 


key —what ſhall I do?—O, PU place the horſe-block on 


this ſide {puts the horſe-block to the fide of the rails ) 
—and fetch George the carpenter's bench from over the 
way to put on the other, by which means Miſs Moggy 
will be able to get over the pales. [Exit over the pales. 
Enter M*GiLeix from the houſe. | 
M*G1t.. I have heard very ſtrange noiſes to night; 
witches and goblins have been about my houſe : tho? I 
did baniſh that old witch, Goody Cummins, I really be- 
lieve the or ſome of her elves have been at work here.— 
There's no noiſe in my daughter Moggy's room, nor in 
Jenny's room, nor in Charley's room, and yet noiſes I 
have certainly heard. (Mogg 
bundle on him.) O lord, O lord, what's chat? 
Mos. Have you got it ? 
M*G:r. Yes, I have got it. 


[diſguiſing his voice. 
Moc. 


' 


y at window throws a large 
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Mos. Huth, I thought I heard a noiſe. 

M- Gir. So did I. 

Mos Do you think my father's getting up. 

M*G11. No. 

Moc. Well now if 1 jump out will you catch me? 

MGi. Yes, yes, I'll catch you. 

Moc. Well then, now ſor it. 

M*Gir. O lord, my child will break her bones. 
Hadn't you better com e out of the ſtreet door. 

Mos. But you haven't got the key. 

M*<G1it. Yes I hav:. 

Mod. Why the duce did you tell me you hadn't it 
then—now what nonſenſe that is :z>— I don't like ſuch 
jokes I promiſe you. [ Exit from window. 

M*G1irt. Nor I neither. [ Goes into vuuſe, 
Enter CharkLEy from back of Stage with the bench, unſeen by 

M*G1t ris. 
CAR. There, Miſs Moggy, there's a wooden ſtepping- 


None for you. —Lord what a rage my old malter will be 


in when he miſſes her. —( Shelty ſings <1 1554 )—- Who 
comes here ?—Q its Shelty the Piper, | mvit retire, —— 
[ Go-. bebind the houſe. 
Enter M*G1Letn. 
MGi. Sure I ſhould know that voice. 
Enter SHELTY. | 
Sari, Egad, we ſhall be all alive to-day : I ſhall have 
rare doings at my houſe on account of this marriage of 
Sandy with Jenny; I muſt rouſe the lads of the iſland. 
M*Git., This I ſuppoſe is the gallant. 
Enter Moccy from the houſe. 
Mos. Now I'm for you my dilding. 
M*G1t. Yes, and I'm for you, my dolding. 
Mos. O lord! 
M*G1t. Where are you going you young jade. 
Mos. Going, ſir— going—I was going to church, fir. 
M*<G1ir. O what you wanted to jump out of window 
to go to church, ha! | | 
(Charley coming on behind, ſzes M*Gilpin, pulls off jacket 
and yawns.) | 
Cnar. What—what's—the mat-ter-ter=— fir. 
M*Git. The matter—why where have you been? 


Cnak. Aſleep, ſir. 
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MGi. And where is Jenny? 

Crar. Aflcep too, ſir. 
(M-Gilpin unloc4s the little gate, and he and Moggy come out.) 

M*GiL. { To Shelty) What do you want here, raſcal ? 

SHtL. Me fir—want ſir— nothing at all fir. 

CHar. (aſide to Moggy) Gad its lucky Shelty is here— 
we'll perſuade your tather*twas he wanted to get you away. 

M*Git. There have been rogues and raviſhers here to 
run away with my daughter. 

CAR. Why fir do you think Shelty would do ſuch a 
wicked thing ?—tho? I always ſaid he was a bad man. 

Mos. O my dear Shelty. 

M*<G1t. Dear Shelty ! 

Surr. Dear Shelty—that's a good one. 

M*G1ir. Oh you dog. 

Mos. O Shelty, tho? I love you, and you are ſuch a 
pretty lad, yet think not to ſeduce my innocence. 

Sur. Me—l feduce your innocence. | 

Mos. Yes, you know you wanted me to jump out of 
the window to you. | 

Sutr. Come that's a good one. 

M*GiLt. Yes, you wanted my poor child to break her 
bones. 5 

Mos. Yes, you wanted me to break my poor little bones. 

M*Girt. Hark'e, ratcal, it ever I catch you about my 
houſe again, I'Il break your neck you dog yuu. 

Mos. O cruel father don't hurt my Shelty. 


Cnyar. Lord ſir! ſee if ſomebody has'nt remov'd the 


horſe-block here; Ay and there is the carpenter's bench 
on the other ſide: I dare far, ſir, they were intended to 
help Miſs Moggy over the pales. TO 

Mos. Yes, my dear Shelty placed them there. 

Sutt. The devil take me it I did cho'. | 

M*Git. Don't talk of the devil don't you wicked 
wretch.—I'll have you and the ld ſmuggling thief your 


father ſent out of the iflaad after the witch your grand- 


mother. | 
Sust. My granny's a very good old woman and fo is 
my daddy—oh here my daddy comes. Enter Crowpr.) 
O daddy I am glad you are come. 
Cow. Why what's the matter boy? 
Sukr. Why you know dandy i: going to be ma:ried 
to 
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to Jenny, ſo I was only come here to inquire about it, in 
hopes of ſelling a drop of liquor at the wedding, and 
here's old M*Gilpin ſays I want to marry his daughter, 
and came here to make her jump out of the window. 

M*Gir. What, ſhall the blood of the M*Gilpin's mix 
with the blood of a tapſter ?—Shall our old houſe 

SHEL. Who wants to meddle with your old hone ? 

M*G1r. You fhan't tirrah, l'll take care of that. 
Ay, and I'll have an eye on your father there; I'll take 
care there ſhall be no ſmuggling. Am not I colleQor of 
His Majeſty's taxes. 

Crow. You are a dog in office—I owe the king his 
duty, my laird a quarter's rent, and you a good beating, 
all which U'Il pay, depend on it you old wretch. [ Ax. 

M*G11. There, there he threaten's my life—oh, Pll 
be reveng'd on him. —Charley my good boy, I commit 
my daughter to your charge, and be ture you keep her 
from Shelty. | 

Mos. No, pray don't keep me from the ſight of my 
Shelty. 

M*G1t. Hold your tongue huſſey — Charley go in doors 
with her—and do you hear, take care of her, take care 
of her Charley. | | 

CAR. O yes fir, I'll take great care that nobody ſhall 
marry her—but mylelf. [ Aſide. Exit with Mog. into houſe. 

M*G1t. {To Shelty) Why don't you go home you dog 
—and don't let me hear of your father being at his «id 
tricks—['11l punith him if 1 do. [ Fxit. 

SHEL. There he goes, there he goes the olucr he 
grows the worſe he is: Ie nearer he draws to his grave, 
the more ill temper'd he gets.— Well I muil buitie atout 


La 


th”; this wedding is a rare thing for me: I thall have 


plenty of cuſtom. —Well tho? I tay it, ncbody cn go to 


a a nicer houſe than mine: I have every thitg in tuck, good 


order no better entertainment to be had auy where.— 


people ſay Shelty's a queer ſellou - and egad 10 1 believe 
| 1 am—yet I don't know how it is, but 
. Ways get on. 


get on al- 


When I've money I am merry, 

When Ive none I'm very tad, 

When In: ſober I am civil, 

When [I'm drunk I'm roaring mad. | 
With 
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With my ritol teedle tum, 
Likewiſe fol loll feedlefum, 
Not forgetting didderum hi, 
And alſo, teedle tweedledum. 


When diſputing with a puppy, 
I convince him with a rap; 
When I'm romping with a girl, 
By accident I . cap; 
Gadzooks, I'll never marry, 
I'm a lad that's bold and free, 
Yet I love a pretty girl, — 
A pretty girl is fond of me. 
With ritol tee ile dum, &c. 


There's a maiden in a corner, | 
Round, and ſound, and plump, and fat, 
She and I drink tea together, 
But no matter, Sir, tor that ; 
If this maiden be wi' bairn, 
As I do ſuppoſe ſh-'Il be, 
Like good pappy I mult learn 
To dandle JACKY on :my knee. 
With ritol teedle dun:. . 


Enter M*GiLein and ChArLEty from the houſe. 


M<G1r. There Charley, there's the key and be ſure you 
are very careful of M»ggy—a jade, ſhe who is deſceuded 
from the ancient family of the Bruces to have ſuch no- 


tions take care of her. 
CuAR. O yes fir that I will. 


M*G1L. By old Crowdy being up fo ſoon I have a no- 
tion he has been ſmuggling to-night, therefore you muſt. 


have an eye on him to ſee he don't land hi> cargo. 


Crar. Yes fir, I'll have one eye on the ſea and the o- | 


ther on Miſs Moggy. 
M*G1t. There's a good lad Charley. 
Cuax. Sir I'm told Sandy is come home. 


M*G1it. Ay, ſo I hear, he has been up to . 
wedding cloaths for his marriage with Jenny. — I have a 
very great reſpect for Sandy I aſſure you; and as 1 like 
to reward merit I ſhall, on that account, give Jenny to 
him as an acknowledgement of it—by which means I 


get red of a burthen —a good method, isn't it Charlcy. 
CHAR, 
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Cnar. It is indeed fir. 

M. Gir. Yes, yes, In this caſe J act like a prudent man 
IU believe I learnt you ſome of my old tricks, didn't 1 
Charley. 

Cnar. Yes ſir, you did—and you ſhall find I'm an 
; [ Afide. 

M*-Git. You haven't forgot any of 'em I hope. 

Char. Oh no ſir, I remember them very well. 

M*G1r. That's right—you are a very promilſirg voung 
man.—But mind you take care and keep Shelty trom 


CAR. I'll take very good care of that depend on it fir, 
M*G1ir. Perhaps Charley you have ſome pretty little 


bloſſom of your own in your eye—if fo, and 1 can render 
you any ſervice in the affair command it my boy. 


Chak, Sir you arc very good—Egad as he ſeems to be 


in ſuch excellent tumour, and we ſhall want ſome Caſh for 
our inter prize I'll mention my Chriſt mas box to him Ce. 
ir if you remember, you was kind enough to promiſe 
me a Chriltmas-box, but you always forgot to give it me. 


M*Gir. Did I— Well, well, Pl not be worte than my 


word. — But come tell me who your little lais is Charley 
' —does ſhe live in the Ifland? Ha, my boy—!I promiſe 
you my aſſiſtance. 


CHar. O dear ſir— there is a girl then — 
M*Git. Thy ſecrets to thy kind maſter tell. 


CAR. J love a maid, 

M*Gir. Is ſhe full of play ? 
Char. No kid more gameſome. 
M*Gir. Where does the dwell ? 


Car, Twang lango dillo, lang twango dillo day. 
M*Gir. If you're in love, boy, you're not to blame, 
Cnax. As much, kind fir, I've heard you ſay, 
I love my charming 

MGi. Ay, what's her name, 
Char, Twang lango dillo, lang twango dillo day, 
| My Chriſtmas box ; —— © | 
M Gir. — Ob, 1 underſtand ; 
Thy faithful ſervices Vl repay, 
Here's five bright ſhillings. 
CuAx. —And here's my hand. Exit. 
M*Gir. Twang lango dillo, lang twango dillo day. 

| M*Git. 
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M*G1t. Charley you are a very good boy and I ke 
yon very well, but touch my pocket and our tri-34. hip 
ends. Egad as they have ron-'d me to ſoon this m ora- 
ing UI] take a walk down to the Beach and there like a- 


wind too —that's lucky faith-—O this perverſ: girl of mine 
— with her beauty ihe ſhould marry a lord. ani then my 
talents would bon procure me a ſeat on the treuſury bench. 


— (Sandy ings without) O here comes Sandy who is ſuch 


a imple lad as to prefer love to money. ( Fnizr Saxpy.) 
Ah Sandy my boy, how do you do ?—what you arc re- 
turn'd, ha! 

Sax. Les fir and I hope have provided every thing 
requiſite for my wedding with Jenn+ to- morr w. 

M*G1t. To morrow —why what will you de for aparſon. 

Sax. You know fir our new Curinte is exp:ted here 
to-morrow from Racey. 

M Gir. Sandy you have, by the great {ki'l in agricul- 
ture which you acquired in extravagant Englard, ſo im- 
proved and cultivated the land, and infuſed ſuch a ſpirit 
of inlutry amongſt the peatants of the Iſland, that l am 
determined, as a reward for your good ſervices, to be- 


Row Jenny on the man of her heart, and I believe I need 


not tell you that you are he. 
San. I thank you fir, my Jenny is the faireſt of flowers 
and ſweet as the bloſſoms in May. f 
Oh, had I Allan Ramſay's art, 
To ſing my paſſion teader, 
In ev'ry verſe ſhe'd read my heart, 
Such ſoothing ftrains I'd ſend her; 
Nor his nor gentle Rizzio's aid, ; 
To ſhew is all a folly, 
How moch I love the charming maid, 
Sweet Jane of Griſlipoly. 
She makes me know what all deſire, 
So roguiſh are her glances ; 
Her modeſt air then checks my fire, 
And ſtops my bold advances. 
| Meek as the lamb on yonder lawn, 
Yet by her conquer'd wholly ; 
For ſprightly as the bounding fawn, 
Sweet Jane of Griſſipoly. 
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My ſenſes ſhe's bewilder'd quite, 
I ſeem an am'rous ninny ; 
A letter to a friend I write, 
For Sandy I ſign Jenny. 
Laſt Sunday when from church I came, 
With looks demure and holy, 
I cried, when aſk'd the text to name, 
*T was Jane of Griſſipoly 
My Jenny is no fortune great, 
And I am poor and lowly ; 
A ſtraw for pow'r and grand eſtate, 
Her perſon I love ſolely. 
From ev'ry ſordid ſelfiſh view, 
So free my heart is wholly ; 
And the is kind, and I am true, 
Sweet Jane of Griſſipoly. 
M*Gir. Here comes your Jenny. 
| Enter JENNY. 

Sax. My dear Jenny. 

Jen. Welcome home my Sandy. 

M. Gir. Egad my highland lad and lowland laſsie you'll 
make a very pretty couple. — Well Jenny my girl, I in- 
tend to make Sandy happy to morrow with you—to-mor- 
row Jenny 1 ſhall reſign you to him; tho? I aſſure you I 
ſhall part from you with reluctance: you are well con- 
vinced of my regard for your wellfare. 

8 Dear fir, my gratitude for hour kindneſs 

Git. Ay, Jenny if I was the man that would boaſt 
of his kindneſs, I fhould tell you I gave you an aſylum 
in my houſe when you was a little iqualling bairn, and 
your poor mother— who— 

SAN. Dear fir we have heard of this a hundred times. 

M-Gir. Well ſuppoſe you have, can you hear it a 
hundred tines too often hat che duce would you have 
me hide my candle under a buthel-—- have not I given 
you as good education as my own daughter, Miſs Mu 
M*Gilpm ?—didn*t I fend you to the tip-top Boarding- 
School at Inverneſs, kept by Miſs Caroline Killcoobry. 

Jes. You did indeed, Sir. 

M*Gir. In thort I have ſpar'd no expence to render 
you accompliſh'd; and all out of my own pecket ; tho? 


I acver 
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I never knew your family, nor do I ſuppoſe I ever ſhall; 
for you know your poor forlorn mother hadn't a ſingle 
bawbee to letve you when ſhe died, which was when you 
was but a fortnight old—no, I ſay, not one bawbee to 
leave you (Except five hundred pound, which Ill 


take good care you ſhall never touch a penny of.)—[ de. 
— gad Pm a gay old fellow, Pm quite a ſecond Robin 


G1 ty. 


Jex. O (ir, your goodneſs leaves me not a wiſh but to 


know my parcnts. 
Such pure delight my boſom knows, 
My thanks are due to heaven and thee, 
With gratitude my heart o'erflows— 
Kind agent of its clemency. 
Such pure delight, &c. 
Humanity, thou good ſupreme ! 
To chace the orphan's tear away ; 
Alike the bright all-cheering beam 
Brings comfort from the god of day. 
M-Gir. Well, Sandy, take her, and may you long be 
happy — Take your diamond. —Take her off my hands. 
[ Afede. 
Enter SaELTY with a Letter. 
Matr. What brings you here? 


Str. Why a drummer boy at my houſe deſired me 


to bring you this letter. 

MGi. What, cou'dn't he find a better meſſenger. — 
Give it me.—Hey—this ſeems a running hand. 

SHEL. Then ſaddle your noſe and after it. 

M*Girt. Here, Sandy, Jenny, you mult hear this— 
why it ſeems our young laird is our landlord, and is gone 
into the Army. 

San. Indeed! this is the firſt time I have heard of it. 

M*Gir. O its very true, this letter comes from him— 
I'll read it to ou. (read) the gentleman who brings 
« you this“ 

Suter. Gentleman, ay, thats I—very true. 

M-G1t. Hold your tongue, firrah—O, your a bat 
man.—/ r-a4s }—** does honour to the name of ſol dier, 
« and commands a company in my Regiment; his na'ne 
« is Dath, and he is accompanied by a Serjeant Jack 
« you will oblige me by ihewing him every civility, and 
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ce procuring him as many good men as the Iſland can poſ- 
6 ſibly ſpare. I am yours—&c. Ronterr Doxatd.” — 
I muſt look out for ſome good men for them—let me ſee 
—you'll go, Shelty. | 

Sauer. I'm a bad man, you know—ha, ha, ha. 

M*G1r. Well, I muſt go and prepare myſelf— I muſt 
dreſs to meet this Captain Daſh— I'll receive him with 
one of my moſt elegant orations. [ Exit. 

SutL. (bawling ) Here, Charley, lay out Mr M*Gilpins 
ſunday-coat, bruth his three-cock'd beaver and powder 
his old ſcratch. 

Saxp. Well, Jenny, I'll now go and prepare the lads 
of the iſland for our proceſſion to-morrow. 

Sur. Ay, and I'll go and prepare the laſſes. 

Jex. O Sandy, ſtay a minute—I forgot to tell you I 
purchas'd a ſixteenth ſhare of a lottery ticket. 

Sax. Indeed! 

Jex. Ves here it is— Let me ſee—O ay, No. 125— 
I hope *twill prove a prize - do you take it Sandy. | 

SaxD. It ſhall prove a prize; good fortune has been 
propitious to our wiſhes to day, and will continue to 
ſmile on us. | 

Suki. Ay, ay, good fortune to be ſure—that's the 
thing —Egad I do like good fortune—Ay, and have got 

ood fortune too—there's your wedding to-morrow, that 


will be good fortune to me—and there's the rendezvous 


at my houſe too that's good fortune again. But I mult 


make haſte home to ſinge my theeptheads—and then, 
hey for goodfortune. 


Jex. Excuſe a fond maiden's conſe{ſion, 
Sul. Her bluſhes exhibit her bliſs, 
Sax. My joy is too great for expreſſion, 


SHEL. Suppole then you ſpeak in a kits. 
Affections molt pure now unite us; 
Chalte pleaſures now wait to delight us, 
Sur r. The muſic and bottle I'll bring 


Jen. The finch and the linnet invite us, 
SHEL. Fond turtles ſhou'd pair in the ſpring ; 
San. Let laſſes purſue your example, | 
Jin. Ihe youths may take pattern by thee; 


Sul. You give me of love ſuch a ſample, 
Oh! niarried Þli certainly be. 


B Jex 
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Jex. Oh, what is the gay blooming flower, 

Sax, U be trantient tweets of the hour, 

Both. Compar'd to the charms of the mind ; 

Sur. Good hoamour to charm has the power, 
When time leaves no beauties behind. 


7 


& C07 IT. 


SCENE -A rural pro pe. - Shelty' houſe at the back fide. 
The Sign of the 'Bagpipes. Mrote over the door“ Ale 
and whiſky ſold here by Sheity.” 


Enter from the houſe, Captain Dasn and Scrgeant Jack. 


Dasn. 
ELL, Jack, here we are, my boy ; and I make 
y y no doubt when our arrival is known, our colours 
will ſoon attract the bonny Highla. ders. 

Jack. Ay, ay, as we have given out their young lai:d 
is our Coloucl they will quickly flock to his flandard I 
warrant them. 

Das#. Right, Jack, that report was a lucky thought, 
my bov. 

* And vet I with I hadn't embark'd in this ſcheme; 
its cruel to impoſe on the honeſt fellows, 

Dasn. You are mighty conſiderate truly—impoſe i in- 
deed—why we are very certain our impoſition cannot be 
diſcover'd : you know their young Jlaird is ſtudying the 
neweft falhion of ſowing oats; and we know our ground 


with old M*Gilpin, his ſteward - flatter him on his talents 


for oratory and he will refuſe us nothing ;—his authority 
doubt, is very great in the if] »nd. 

Jacx. You muit promiſe him an agency and he'll help 
us to men in abundance. 

Dasn. Men danme. I with he could help us to ſome 
of the women here; there is one pretty girl that 1 have 


ſeen, whom I would rather have than hoi my ſtandard 


on the walls of Belgrade —O, here coues eme of the 
peaſants—lL ſhall leave 50u to manage them whilit 1 go 
and 
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ant take a .iew the ifland. —Jack, get 'em down to 


Cur le, Toke them frank and the buiinels is done. | Exit. _ 
Jac e ve, poor teilows and fo rob them of 
their erte, A hilt with the fight of u halberd, and the 


chink of a Bi ih chilling I delude them with the hopes 
of honour andes.“ 
Euter SHELTY and Peaſants. 

Surr. Come, mb. vs, let's mind and have every 
thing proper and handiome for the wed ling. 

Jack. Me! neit flows, let us thake hands. 

SHEL. very man thike his own bands—ha, ha, ha. 

Jack. Why you ſecm all very merry to-day. 

SHEL, Les, we were all very merry veſterdav, and we 
were ali very merry the dav hefore, ard we tha!l all be 
very ery to- mor row, aud merry the next ys ha, ha, ha. 

Jack. What, are you always laughing ? 

SHEL Yes, I was born laughing and every body 3 a- 
bout me Mmugh'd—the n wa, Þ 'd, he, ac, he my 
daddy took me from her and he laugb'd, ho, ha, ha 
when I was chriſten'd they laugh'd what's his name 
ſaid the parſon, and he laugh'd, ha, ha, ha — Shelty 
cries my god daddy, and he Jangh'd, ho, ho, ho—Amen 
ſaid the clerk, and ecod he laugh d. ha, ha, ha — Since 
when, every body has laugh'd at me, and I laugh at e- 
very body, ha; ip - 

Jack. Well, my laughing hero, will you liſt with me? 
n= YC 
Suti. That's more than my daddy could do then. 

Jack. Why, ſuch a perſon as you would be the life— 
egad the very drum of the corps. 

SHEL. And your rattan, on my back, would be the 
very drum {tick ot the corps. 

Jack. No, that it ſhou'dn't, I give you my word — 


' nay, I pledge my honour, and I hope you conſider that 


as binding. 
SHEL. Yes, but all your binding ſhan't 4% me, 
Jack. Why You are an odd fiſh. 
SHEL, Yes, but I'll not be a red herring. 
Jack. No, but you are a picked one. 
SHEL, Come, that's a good one. 
Jacx. Well, but what are you. 
SHEL., A man. 


B 2 Jack, 
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Jack. I hope you are but what buſineſs are you of ? 

SHEL. Why, I am a bit of a mulician—l play on the 
bagripe—and I am a wine-merchant too— I fell ale and 
whiſky, and my daddy is a tide waiter - Who are you? 


Dath. 

Suri. O, you are Sergeant Jack, and keep company 
with Captain Daſh—good bye to you. 

Jack. Sta, ſtay, you mult know I have the honour 
to belong to the regiment of which your young laird is 
= colonel. — This is his halberd—do you pay it no re- 
pect. 

Suti. Reſpet—O, I underſtand you. 
the halberd ard bows wery la tu. 

Jack. Upon my word you are very polite. — Pray is it 
any particular ſeſtival to day. | 

SHEL. Yes, a wedding in the ifland—and here comes 
the bridegroom. | | 

Pater SaxDvy. 

San. O, here you are, my lads ; well let us now march 

to 


Jacx. Let me inſtru you how to march—I can pot 
you into the beſt method of marching 

San. Ay, fir, but our marching and yours are very 
different you march to aſſault a town—we to attack a 
good dinner. 

Jack. And who marches to a better dinner than we 
do ?—the cloth ſpread on an oak table at the drum head 
-u here a good fir-loin leads the van— geeſe and turkies 
the right and leſt wings—ham and fowls bring up the rear 
—and for ammunition, vollies of ſhot from a damſon tart; 
then handle knife and ſork, prime load and fire away. 
 SHEL, Well, but don't you ſay grace. 

Jacx. O yes, always ſay grace. 

Sax. Well, fir, if you will do us the favour to dine 
with us to day, we'll convince you, tho? in the highlands 
of Scotland, we can talk like freemen, eaflike Engliſhmen, 
and drink like Iriſh Farmers. | 

Jack. Bravo, my lad,—egad, I have a rough guinea 
here in my pocket; I'll change it, drink his Majeſty's 

health and ſuccets to the young couple. 


For 


Jack. I am Sergeant Jack in the company ot Captain 


(paſſes before 
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For ſoldiers the teait prepare, 
Who friends protect and tres annoy z 
Whit war has won, let's now enjoy 
Good cheer, bright mirth beltuwing 3 
Sir Leun hrit welt nobly dare, 
Our hott looks round his table, 
His breatt with irindthip glowing. 
We j- ial lade, whilit able, 
Reioiy?.: to do all honour, 
Au honvur to the donor; 
With courage charge his boil'd and roaſt, 
In g+ bieis large each toail, 
With ſparkling bumpers flowing. 
Let dtums beat, and fites found thrill, 
Ye cluions lend your ſweeteſt notes, 
Ye trimpets rend your lilver throats; 
Proc in warkke meature, 
Vi hen the racy bowl we till, 
Ille tr thali on their duty, 
And tip its balmy trealure, 
Torch'd by the lip of beauty. 
"Ti: now a draught for Hector, *tis near, 
he gods delight, here's wine and love, 
Like Mars who tight, thau'd kits like Jove, 
B, turns the juldier's pleaſure. 
(Exeunt into the houſe. 
SCENE changes de another View of the Iſland 
{.nier Jixnxy and Country Girls. 

Jex. Thank you, my dear friends, for your kind wiſhes; 

Yes, I ſhall ivon be unitcd ta my Sandy. 
I. nier MoyGGy, 

Moc. The ſooner the better, my dear. 

JS. Why Moggy, my dear, I thought you was lock'd 
up. 

Moc. So 1 was, but you ſee L found means to eſcape 
ay, and nem to type tho, when my Charley has got 
ere, thing 10a. ly and we can Clicaic Ni uther. 

N One,! 1% 885, you would not cheat your father, 
would you. 

Ie. Ves, indeed I would when the lis a buſt and in 


th. 2 $00 TH Ie gel | ent to Marie Sandy. 


Jen. 05, thank heaven, 1 have. 


L 3 


Wa: 
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What raptures to think on the times I have ſeen, 
On May day I firſt ſaw my love on this green; 
So charming his face and commanding his mein, 
The king was my lover, and Jenny his queen. 
The garland preſented by Sandy, 
More ſweet ſtrom the maker —'twas Sandy. 
So charming his face, &c. 
A ſide look I threw on my lover by chance, 
Which he ſoon return'd with as tender a glance, 
My heart leap'd with joy when I ſaw him advance, 
And well did I gueſs *twas to lead up the dance 
For none danc'd ſo neat as my Sandy, 
In all things complete is my Sandy. 
So charming his face, &c. 
Beneath a gay woodbine with myrtles entwin'd 
On cowſlips and vi'lets one ev'ning reclin'd, 
So charming a place and a ſeaſon ſo kind, 
He artfully choſe to diſcover his mind; 
So ſweet were the vows of my Sandy, 
I then exchang'd hearts with my Sandy. 
| So charming his face, &c. 


Mos. Only ſee, Jenny, it there is'nt the ſtrange Cap- 
tain that's come to take our men away; he has been liit- 


ning to our nonſenſe, and is the moſt impudent devil. 
| Enter Dasn. 
Das u. Upon my ſoul here's a fine flock of chickens. 


Mos. I believe, my dear, he takes you for a lamb, 


he calts ſach a ſheep's eye at yuu. 


Das#. Pray, my dears, don't let me interrupt your | 
ſports, I'll make one—you'll find me the merrieſt play- 


fellow—what are you playing at ? 
Mos. Ha, ha, ha. 


Dass You are a very pretty noſegay, my dear but 
here's the roſebud of the bouquet—;{ i Jenny - hat are 


yon playing at, my dear. 


(The gir's all join hands, an / dance round Daſb, ſaying a 


reſelud in every buſh, a roſebud in every buſh.) 
Eur MGiirin—Grirls run off lau,ving -Dalh looks after 


em. 


M*Gir. I thought the Captain enly came for men, hut 


he eems to be beatin,, up tor wives and daughters oo: 


this is recrutiing with .. vengcance—l {uppuic he 1catis to 


ra ſe A Regiment O1 Inlamry. 


Das. 
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Dasn. Your ſervant, ſir—who are you pray? 
M*Git. Who am [only your colonel's Reward, fir— 
What would your general have ſaid if he had ſeen you 
jult now, like a maypole, with a flock of petticoats dan- 
cing round you ?—However, give me leave, fir, to bid 
you welcome to the ifland. 
Dasn. Thank you, ſir— Give 
theſe girls have ſet me all on fire. | 
M- Gir. Have they—excuſe my hand then—you may 


chance to burn my ruffle, — Well, what do you think of 
the bride. | 

Das u. Which was ſhe. 

M*G1t. Her in the white, with the tartan ribbons. 

DasH. By heavens the very charmer—and muſt that 
lovely flower be worn by a clown. 

M*G:rt. Clown have a care what you ſay ; her Sandy? 
a devilith clever fellow. | 

Dasu. Her Sandy indeed— Sandy muſin't have her 
—No0, no, I'll have her myſelf. 
. M*<Gaiz. You !—Eh—ba, ha—come that's very true 
aith. 

Dasn. I muſt indeed — harke, Mr Thingumbob— 

M*G1t.- W hat— Mr 'Thingumbob. 

Dasn. I beg your pardon—Mr Steward, if you will 
put mie in pe ſſeſſion of that treaſure, what is there 1 will 
noi 00 for you. | 


M*G1.. But ſuppoſe you firſt begin by telling me what 
you will do tor me. 

Das u. Jack told me the way to have him.— afide )J— 
Why what do you think of the agency of our Regiment. 

M*Git. An agency—why 1 think there is very pretty 
picking in an agency. | 

Dasu. O you think there is—ſay no more, you ſhall 
have tt: VII ſettle it with my colonel. 

M*G1t. But I have promis'd her to Sandy. 

Dasn. Pthaw, what does that ſignify break your 
pron:ile, and be a wite man. _ 

M*G1.. 1 am a wiſe man—bnt every thing is ſettled, 
the wedding cloaths mae, the parſon beſpuke; poor 
Sandy would break his heart if the match thuu'dn't take 
place. —Egad I've an excellent thought—1'll propoſe my 

daugtner 


me your band Egad 
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18 to him. d. Captain, you ſhall marry my 
Og. 

Dasn. Your Mog—damn your Mog, I don't want to 
marry an\ budy. | 

M*G1it. But why damn my Mog ?—You don't know 
her -I tcil vou the is a very — 

Das#r. Fikaw, damn your talking. — Come, come, 
old gentleman, think of your own intereſt. 

M*<Git. Why I never think of any thing elſe. _ 

Dasu. Well, well, then help me to this little bluſſom and 
I'll make your ft. rtune.—Why, what a ſhame it is a man 
of your wonderful talents thould be hid in this obſcure 
part of the world. Harke, a teat in parliament is at 
your ſervice. 

M-G1t. Ay, our old laird is in parliament and a bright 
figure he makes there. 

Dasn. He's a mere Scotch pebble compar'd to you 
your el:quence mutt command ſucces there. 

M:Git. Yes, ves, when they find how I can ſpeak, I 
ſhall ton be well paid for holding my tongue. 


Dasn. Ay, that you will—then has are lach things. 


as job, and committees, and—but the gu!. 
M*G1t. I don't know v hat to ſav about it. 
Das. Conſider, {ir, pention, place, preterment 
M*Git. Penlion. place, preterment give me your 
hand, you ſhall have her-—- Yes, yc+, from 4 colleQor of 
taxes I'll be a common, and have a feat in parlia- 
m2at—And it | muit be a tteward—it ihnall be of the 
chiltren hundreds. | 
Ener ChanLEy. 
CuAx. Mr M.Gilpin, where are you, fir. 
MGi. Here, what's the matter, has Moggy eſcap'd ? 
CuAk. No, fir, but Crowdy has jutt landed ſome run 
oods, and hid them in the (ck; 1 ſaw his boat. 
M-. Gir. What, the ſwallow ? 
Cnar. No, lir, the angel. 
Dasu. Well, tir, when ſhall I have her? 
M*:Girt. She {hall be condemn'd. 
Lasu. dir! | 
Mit 1 ti I'll have the angel condemn'd. 
Dasu. My angel coudcmn'd—vr what ? 
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M*Git. For what—why for running brandy and to- 
bacco. [Extt. 

Dasn. Why what the devil does he mean ?— here, 
hollo, Mr M*Gilpin. [ Exit. 

Char. I have tent my maſter to ſeize his own goods, 
which 1 took out of his ſtore houſe, and plac'd there on 
purpoſe; and in the mean time I'll run away with his 
daughter Moggy. 

Enter Mocey. 

Mos. But won't you take me in your company, Charley? 

CAR. Miſs Moggy, why how the duce did you get out. 

Mos. No matter for that—here I am; and take me 
while you can have me, Charley. 

Char. That I will, Miſs Moggy : I have ſent your ſa- 
ther to the moſt diſtant part ct the iſland; fo I ſhall-have 
time to run down to the beach and get a boat ready for 
us ; then cff we go. [ Ext. 

Mos Well done Charley—make haſte my N 
my bonny Charley. 

My father's houfe is neat and nice, 
My nelle garden Paradice, 
My chamber deck'd with triaknmg fine, 
My window grac'd with jeflamine. 
I have a black-bird gay, 
O he's a pretty fellow, 
He whiſtles ſweet and mellow 
The live long day. 
My play full kid, handſome pets I've many, 
My wanton bounding, wanting friſking Nanny, 
Vet Il love none half ſo well, 
As Charley's gift, my dear fell, 
Haſte gentle Jover, now for you. 
Papa kid dog and chick adieu. 
In _ I'll be, my glaſs can tell 
A monſtrous flaming married belle 
The foremoſt in all gameſome bouts, 
At Opera” s Play's, and Balls and Routs : 
All in my plumage fine 
Around the ſmarts thall flutter 
Around me what a clutter 
“ She's all divine,” 
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They ting they ance, wo pl» ife meh toy eaper! 
Wilt riva! chill-nge, Huff ant vapour, 
As bir 4s al! welcome here ta wi 
For Charley“, take begann oickoo, 
I'd nc'er crate MY *Þ scha me 
To linge my wings ih ut the time. 
SCENE chang cs * A 2 * »hcli1 's houſe. 
Later MG: :v. 

Mos. There ſeems to a b 2. jut cone in full of paſo 
ſengers — ſome of 'em arc combi this ar: —Ecod I he- 
liere this is the new paaren u is coming to man: 
Sandy and J-iny—l wiſh he would marry Charley and 
T at the ſame .ime. | | | 
Euter Lair of Racy drefſed as a Porſn, 1 "ing Hack c 

on, and a F -otman with : Pr minius 

Racy. O that's a public houle, is'nt it. 

Foor. Les, fir, it is. 

Kacy. Well yo in and beſpeak a room. —Stay take 
my cloak with you; I found it comtortable upon the 
water, but here it is rather cumberſm<—and dn you 
hear, lay out my beſt perriwig, I thall want it when I 


5 * angle. ref 1 
marry this yuuty nee: When vom have refreſh'd 


yourlelf enquire where Mr M*Gilpin lives. 
Foor. I will, fir. [ Exit into the houſe. 
Racy. Come here pretty maid, can you tell me where 
one Sandy Frazer lives that is to be married to one Jenny ? 
Moccy. {afide.) Lud if I eould perſnade him that I 
am Jenny—Egad I'll try, make him marry me to Char- 
ley, and ſo put it out of father's power to ſeparate us 
more.—Good ſir dear fir —reverend fir—my Charley 
I mean my Sandy is gone down, fir, to the water ſide 
to look for you, fir. 
Racy. Your Sandy—why are you Jenny then? 
| Mos. O lud, I'm afraid he begins to ſuſpect me. [afide. 
Yes, fir, I am Jenny. : 
Kacy. And do you wiſh me to marry you to this 
Sandy? | | 
Mos. O yes, ſir; pray marry us as faſt as you can— 
tho' I'm not in a hurry to be married, fir. 
Racy. N l ſee you are not—but where is Mr M*Gilpin? 
Mos. O, fir, my father 
Racy. Father -I thought you had no father. 1 
loc. 


[ Exit. 
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Mos. O, fir, I mean Mr M*<Gilpin who loves me like 


a father, ſir: Ay, fir, that he does—he loves me as well 
as his own daughter. 


Racy. O, he has a daughter, has he? 


| 


Moc. O yes, ſir. one Miſs Maggy Miſs Moggy 
Mepilpin, fir: a very pretty fort of a body 1 do affure 
you, ſir— only ſhe has one tailing. 

Racy. What's that pray ? : 

Mog She is given to fibbling a little, fir. 

Racy. Well, bu: | muit ſee this Mr M Gilpin. 

Mos. O, bir, you can't ſee him at preſent ; he's gone 
about a little buſineſs and left his compliments for your 
reverence, and Jefir'd you'd marry Sandy and me as ſoon 
as you arriv'd -O, here comes my Savdy, fir. Olud— 
(!rokting out. tis my old too] of a tather— What thall I 
do (ide. | Good by e, lir, good bye to you. 
| [Exit Moggy into Shelty's houſe. 

Racy. Well 1 ſt: ay, Jeans —1 lay, Jenny. 

Entcy CHARLEY. 

Caar. Miſs Moggy, I have get the boat ready! 
2 where is ſhe— pray, fir, did you tec a young woman 
ere juſt now? 

Racy. Yes, your Jenny is gone into the houſe. 

Char I don't mean Jenny, fir (going. ) 

Racy. Well, but bark'e, Sandy. 

Cuak. My name is not Sandy, (ir. 

Racy. Plhaw, plhau, I know all about the matter; 

ale hafte and get every thing ready tor the wedding, 
or I muſt ferry over Ivſhkillon where 1 have got four or 

ve couples more to tack tegether. | Ex mts the houſe, 
| Char. What the devil is he talking anout no w—where 
an Maggy be gone to .- here cones my matter; 1 hope 

e hasn't fallen in his way. 

Fricr MG1LeiN, 

Cnar. Well, fir, have you beat Crowdy. 

M*Git. No, damn him, he has beat me fine uſage 

deed for a colleor of exciie to be heut v hen doing his 
uty— But PI let him know that white 1 an gatherer of 

's Mijetty's taxes Ill aliow vu one to cheat the kin 2 


un mytelf; — And then the de thief Crowds is a 
acher too; keeps a gun aud wols about; bud I will 
inform 
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inform him that I am grand prowler, troller and comp- 

troller of this iſland. - But where is Moggy ?—you have ( 
her ſafe I hope. to 

Crar. O yes, fir, ſhe is ſafe enough—lock'd up at the! 
home. But ſir, the parſon that was to marry Sandy and bolt 
Jenny is arriv'd.—you had better have an eye on Sandy, this 
fr ; for if he finds out your intention of marrying Jenny | c 
to the captain, he'll certainly endeavour to prevent it. . 

M*<G1t. But he than't tho*—where is Jenny? | : 

Char. She went into Shelty's juſt now: do you go 7 
after her, fir, and I'll ſtep home and take care of Miſs * 
Moggy. 

M*G11. No, Charley, do you go in and take care of _ 
Jenny. 

Char. Lord, fir, Jenny will never ſtay with me; now, 1 
fir, do you go in; — there ſhe is by the door, ſir: - now Pic: 
85 in, fir, while I go and fetch the Conſtables to take up 8 

rowdy ; go in, ſir there ſhe is. | 8 

Moccry. /lovhking out.) It's me you fool. q 

Char. O lud, its Miſs Moggy. {aſide ) Well, fir, I will pr 

in. . 

MG. No, no, I'll go in myſelf. —do you fetch the 21. 5 
conſtables. [Exit M*Gilpin into the houſe. 2 

CAR. So, fo, I have ſent the wolf in after my lamb 8 
what's to be done? (Crow dy enters and goes into Shelty*s houſe) 5 
O there goes Crowdy—now I'll go and bring the con- 7, c 
ſtables; perhaps in the confuſion I ſhall be able to get ae g 
Moggy down to the water-ſide. [Exit. | = 
SCENE a Room at Shehty's —Enter SHELTY with a mug. | 
Eater alſo Foorman with a Parſon's cloak, hat and wig— Ih 

Luys them on a tatle and exit. | ( f 

Sutr. I will be wth you, fir, preſently / drinla./— Ws 
Lord what good ale I does fell—and my honſe full of * 
company too | hope mv father's quarelling with andy 
M*Gilpin won't kick down all -O here comes my dad dy. = 

Enter Coup. wn, 

Crow. A raſcal to ſay I rob the king he's a cuſtom- nab 
houſe officer, yet he ſinuggles, and he's a damn'd bad * | 
ſervant who cheats his malter. 3 

[ tales the mug from Shelty and drinks. wer 

SHEL. What's che matter, daddy ? | ana 


Crow. 
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Crow. I've thraſh'd M*Gilpin, my boy—he wanted 
to ſeize my boat, tho? it was but laſt week he took my o- 
ther—he took my ſwallow—{ drinks )—-yes, boy, I have 
loſt my ſwallow. 

SHEL. Turning the mug uþ/ide down) Ecod, father I 
think you have a very good ſwallow. 

Crow. I'll be reveng'd on this tax-man—P'l] 

SHEL. Lord, father, how can you talk ſo ?—now be 
quiet—all my rooms are full below—the ſerjeant has got 
Sandy and the reſt of the lads at cards—then there's 
Sandy and Jenny's wedding too; and this new parſon 
ſeems a wet clargyman—Your making a piece of work 
with M*<Gilpin will ſpoil all. 

Crow. Mind and draw your ale—ſcore double if you 
pleaſe, but don't trouble yourſelf with my affairs. 

Enter SERVANT. 

Serv. O, Mr Shelty, here are the conſtables come. 

SHEL. There, I told you how it would be. Run down 
and don't let them come up ltairs—/ & xit Servant) now 
only think of this - what ſhall we do ?—where can I hide 
you ?—hey—taith I have it—here's the parſon's long 
cloak, his hat and wig; now get into theſe—now do— 
don't be obltinate now—take a fools advice and put em 
on: conſider it M*Gilpin finds you here he'll take away my 


licence perhaps — {puts the things on Crowdy) there now 
he can't know you. — Now ſtay there, I'il take care and 


keep him away if 1 can. [ Exit. 
Crow. Get along you coward, you are no ſon of mine; 
no I'll have no ditguite.—(throws of the things )—I with 
I had ſome weapon of defence isn't that my broad 
ſword hangs there? — / takes down a ſword) I made 
a preſent of it to this pigeon, but he wants a heart to draw 
it.— And hall it ever be ſaid that a Highlander ſneak'd 
out of the houſe with his Word in his hand—no, no, if 
they do take me they ſhall firſt take this. draws It 
was once drawn in what I then thought a good cauſe 
and, old as I am, I would now willingly draw it in de- 
fence of my king, my ever gracious ſovereign, for whoſe 
late happy recovery, let the name of heaven be prais'd — 
and tho? 1 do imugyle a few anchors of brandy, yet I'll 
quaft his health in a bumper ct the beit, and bring np my 
children to fight lus battſes. [ xit. 
C Luer 
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Enter Moccv. 

Mos. O lord, what ſhall 1 do ?—my father's in the 
houſe—and if he catches me I ſhall be lock'd up again. — 
what ſhall I do— where ſhall I hide myſelt?—whats this? 
egad I've a great mind to put on the parſon's clock—ay, 
and I will too—ſo here goes — here's a wig too—ay, and 
a hat —l'll put 'em all on. { puts them on There 
now let my old father come as ſoon as he will. 

M*G1r. / without.) I tell you Jenny is in che houſe. 

SHEL- (without.) I tell you lhe is not. 

M*Git. Well, well I will go up and ſee. 

[ Entering with Shelty. 

Sxtt. There now you ſee ſhe is not here. O what 
you have taken my advice ] lee that's right now 
you are a wiſe man. (aſide to Moggy) 

M- Gir. Hark'e, ſirrah, deliver up Jenny or Ill be fo 
revenged upon that old ſmuggling thief your father 

Suri. Keep your temper, old one Ca tMog.) Why 
you mult think me a devil of a tellow among the wenches ; 
this morning you would have it I wanted to jump out 
of the window with Mits Moggy, and now you come here 
and ſay pray, Mr Shelty, do you know any thing of Jenny. 

M*Giut. Who's that old fellow ? (pointing ts Moggy ) 

Sutr. What over the chimney-piece—that's lord Lovat. 
Don't ſpeak old one. ( afide to Moggy 

M. Gir. Lord Lovat. 

SatL. Yes, that's poor Simon Frazier. 

MGi. Simon devil—I mean that old fellow that ſtands 
there. 

Sutr. What, by the door—O, that's Jenny Cameron. 
he ſure you don't ſay a word old one. (aſide to Moy gy. ) 

M- Gir. Why zounds I mean that old fellow that ſtands 
there with the long black cloak. 

Sugl. Fellow—why lord, fir, that's the doctor that's 
come to marry Sandy and Jenny 

M*<G1L. Odſo, I beg his pardon — Dr I beg your par- 
don for not— 

Enter CharLey with conflables, 

Cnar. Sir, I ſaw Crowdy enter here, 

M-Gir Did you—well take the doctor to my houſe 
then, and we'll ſearch for him. | I, 

Cuak. I will, ſir, — this way, Doctor, if you pleaſe. 

| Sur. 
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SHEL. Caſide to Charley ) It's my father, Charley, get 
Lim ſafe oft. | 

Char. Sir, is Crowdy in diſguiſe. 

Mos. {aſide to Charley) Why its me, Charley. 

M*Gir. Seize him, lav hold of him. 

Char. Pray, r, don't hurt the Doctor. 

M*Git. Doctor !—why you ſaid it was Crowdy—Ay, 
and it is, I can ſee the tip of his damn'd red noſe. 
Seize him I ſay. | 
c Mos. (throwing off her di Tuiſc) O ſpare me, my dear 

ather. 

M*G1z. Why, zounds, is this the Doctor? 

SHtl. Miſs Maggy M*Gilpin my daddy 
good one. | 

M-Gir. Why, who got you out? 

Mog. Who but my pretty Shelty. 

M*Git. Why, you raſcal, what did you mean by tell- 
ing me all theſe lies about the door? Simon Frazier and 
be hang'd to you. Charley, take the Conſtables with 
you and lock after Croway. [ Exeunt Char. and Conflables. 

SHEL., 1 wonder where niy dadvy 1s ge ne—lI can't tell 


that's a 


What to make of all this: — Ecod, as Miſs Moggy was 


found hid under a great coat, perhaps | may find my 
daddy under a petticoat. [ Exit. 

M- Gil. Come, mils, I'll take care of you.—O, here 
comes Sandy and Jenny. 

Tunier SAN Dy and JE NV, and Captain Dasn. 

MGi. Jenny, I'm glad you are come, tor as I like 
to reward merit, here I beltow you— 

Sax. Thank ycu, tir. 

MGi. On Captain Daſh. 

Sax. What do you mean, fir. 

Das. You ſhall certainly be a great man, fir. 

Sax You know, fir, I had your promile. 

M*G1t. Egad, I believe I am a great man, for I have 
quite forgot my promi!e. | 

San. But I have not, fir, and expect you to fulfil it; 
for l'n juitify my claims to my Jenny with my life. - 

Dasn. Hark'e, young Bullcaff, if you have a life to 
ſpare you had better devote it to the ſervice of your 
country ; I'm an officer, fir, and if you are willing to 
inliſt I will give every encouragement, 


: 2 Sax. 


28 THE HIGHLAND REEL. 


San. That officer, fir, who would oppreſs an innocent 


individual will prove but a poor protecter of his country, 
and is unworthy the favour of his king. 

Dasu. This is a very dangerous young man—he muſt 
be taken care of. Lide to M*Gilpin. 

M Git. O I'll take care of him. (7 Daſh) Sandy, my 
boy - you know your leaſe of my farm expires in a few 
days, and I can't renew it under MF. 50. 

Sax. Fifty pounds —you know it is impoſſible to raiſe 


M*G1rt. Ves, I do know it. (dt) Can't you raiſe it, 
Sandy? well I'm very ſorry for it—then you mult quit 
the premiſes, that's all 

Sax. What no indulgence for paſt ſervices. 

MCI. Hate, captain, I may depend upon the a- 
geney I ſuppo.e ede. 
, Dar ::. Certainly. CP 

Ni- Gir. No, Sandy, T can't let you have it on any 
other terms.— I'm very ſorry I am indeed; fer 1 think 
you an honelt man ay, as honeſt as myſelf. 

Sax. You are a wretch—a petty mean little tyrant ; 
and may eve: y ungrateful ſteward who abules his delega- 
ted power and wrongs a worthy maſter, meet the villains 
reward - ſhame and puniſhment. [ Exit. 

M*G1t. Damn me but you ſhould go upon the forlorn 
hope for this. 

Dasu. Let me alone to take care of him. [ Exit. 

Jex. And after all the toil and induſtry to improve 
this country is my love to be driven from me. 

Mog. Now, my dear father, do what you pleaſe with 
me, lock me up, but pray do not be cruel to poor Jenny. 

M*G1t. Lock you up—what the plague ſignities lock- 
ing you up when that curſed Shelty gets you out again.— 
What are bars, bolts or locks to ſuch an algerine family 
as that—And there's that old ſalt- water thiet Shelty's 
father That fellow's rogue enough to rob a bilhop of 
his butter boats. [ Exit with Moggy. 

Jex. O, my poor Sandy, alas, little did 1 expect this. 

The bleak wind whiltles o'er the main. 
The ſeaman trolls his jovial ſong. 
He'll ſee his faithful maid again, 
And blyth his tall ſhip rolls along. 
| From 
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From t' e maſt head the cliff he ſpies ; 
His j-'ys$ in pieaſing hopes expand: 
The tenipeſt roars, the billows riſe, 
In vain he tacks to make the land, 
Relentleſs breakers guard the coalt, 
His hope, his thi, himſelf is loſt. 
Enter Laird DoxaLDd and Servant. 

Dox. Only enquire it Mr M*Gilpin is at preſent on 
the iſland, and let me know immediately. 

Str. I will, my laird. [ Exit. 

Dox. So, I have at length arriv'd—when I ſet foot 
on my native territory, I felt my heart glow with all the 
pride of an ancient Scottith chief. - What, no reipect 
no attendance—houſe. 

| Enter SHELTY. 

Sari. Here, what do you want? 

Dos. Do you belong to the houſe. 

Suri. No, the houſe belongs to me—what do you 
want ? ; 

Dox. Do you know who you talk to. 

SHEL. Yes. Who are you ?—what do you want ? 

Dox. virrah, how dare you talk fo. 

ShEL. I believe this is one of my father's ſmuggling 
cuſtomers. Yes, I know you, you are a pedlar. 

Dox. A pedlar, raical. 

SH-L. O I aſk pardon, I didn't obſerve your lac'd 
waittcoat ; I ſuppole you are a puppet-thow-man come 
to Sandy and Jenny's wedding. 

Enter SERVANT. 

Sen. Yes, my laird, Mr M*Gilpin is on the iſland. 

Dox. Very well, intorm him his laud is arriv'd and 
wilhes to ſee him. 

Sek. I thall, my laird. [ Exit, 

Suti. O dear, this is Laird Donald—Zounds, who 
could have thought of that 1 bad belt get out 01 his 
Way. [ Exit, 


Enter Laird of Racy. 
Racy. Let me have my bill inimediately, do you hear. 
Don. What do | tee, the Laird ot Kacy ? | 
Racy. What my Laird Donald! who expected to meet 

you here ? | 
Dox. Why I am as much ſurpriz'd at ſeeing you; 

rhat brought you here? 

C: 3 | Racy. 
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Racy. You may remember my fitter Emily fell in love 
with a man whom our family didn't approve; however 
ſhe contriv'd by a ſtolen marriage to get united to him: 
ſome time after this he was lolt going to India; She 
came to this iſland to lie in, and died in child bed; the 
child, which was a girl, ſurvived, and is now living. 

Dos. But the reaſon of this diſguiſe. 

Racy. I'll tell you; meeting with an old friend on the 
road, who is a curate, I perſuaded him, tor a trifle of 
money to furniſh me this dreſs, as I thought I ſhould have 
a much better opportunity of obſerving my niece under 
this diſguiſe than in my own character; and if I found 
her capable of appearing in the rank her birth entitles her 
to, I might take her from her preſent ſituation—burt I find 
her. 

Dox. What you have found her. 

Racy. Yes I have found her. —It ſeems he is to be 
married to-day to one Sandy Frazier; 1 met her on my 
arrival, and taking me for the parſon that was to marry 
them, the enter'd into converſation with me —ſhe has 
charms that may grace a dairy, no doubt will make a good 
farmer's wite, and may be more happy in that humble 
Ration than it the was rais'd to a higher ſphere of lite 
where her want of education would appear ſo conſpicu— 
ous ;—l1 {hall give them tome caih for a portion and re- 
turn home without dilcovering myſelf. -und now, my 
laird, for an accuuut of your journey. 

Dox. You mult know I have given this iſland to iny 
ſon Robert, who when he return'd to Londun from his 
Hampihire journey (where he grew pallionateiy fond of 
farming) determin'd on paying a vilit to his illand with 
a view of cuitivating and improving the land. —'T'he thoot- 

ing icatun was allo begun, aud knowing the place abouud- 
ed with game, he retolv'd to indulge his paſlion for that 
alſo. — During the reccts of parhument I have come after 
him wo {c. what improvements hie had made, but can hear 
nc:tlung vi him. —' Lis now near fiitcen years ſince I was 

ere, and | wanted to know how my ſteward conducted 
himic!; : of him 1 hear nothing but complaints, and yet 
the 11404 £475 a mo flousithing face. 

Racy. You :hou:d have come incog as I did. 


Dox. 
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Dox. Yes, ſir, but there is no diiguiſe can hide the 

native dignity of a M*Lonald. 
Enter SHELTY. 

Surr. My laird, I'm ſure 1 beg your pardon for tak- 
ing „u tor a pedlar. 

Kacy. Ihere's no diſguiſe can hide the native dignity 
of a M*Donald—— ha, ha, ha. 

Sur. I'm; very ſorry I took you for a ſmuggler and a 
puppet-thew-man. 

Lon. Well, well, there's no need of apologies—but 
now tor ny fieward, honelt Mr M*Gilpin. 

Sher. Kight, my land, he is as hcnelt a man 

Dox. Honeit—why 1 heard he was—— 

SttL. As great a rUgue as ever. 

Lox. Well, intorm him that 1 am here; and deſire 
the , entlemen of the iſland to meet me. 

ShtLl. O yes, fir, we will all meet you. 

Dos. And it any one can prefer a oharge againſt him 
that appears well founded PI ſee him punith'd. —Come, 
my laid. [Exit with Racy. 

SHEL. If any one can prefer a charge againit hin that 
appears well founded I'll ice him punith d Lord what 
a tine thing it is to be a great man—— now it 1 was a 
great man what a deal oft gocd I'de do—tc my felt— I'de 
be the patron of genius, I'de reward ſtone caters ; and to 
ſhew my taite and kun.anity, Ide attend the mit elegant 
cocktightig; and all the not ſcientific boxing matches. 
Rewards ot genius—- v hy the reward e genius is 
given 10%-a-Jdays, to a tlack-in.uth or coal-heaver for a 
| ages black eye, or a charming bloody note.— I hen 

de go to all the Conſerts, both public and private, where 
ſcme lords play the hddle and others the violin. —- Who 
knows but 1 n:ight make one with che bagy ix es, an eng 
thete quaitty haubouys, at 1 me of their polite, har mo- 
nidus joihfications. 
Be) s, when I play, cry Oh crin.ini! 
Sbelty's chaunter, 1qucakermini, 
In love tunes I'n. {© en; Latical, 
Fingers thaking, quaveratical ; 
With agility, grace gentility. 
Giris ſhake heel aud toe, 
Pipes 1 tickle 10, 
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My jiggs fill a pate, 
Tittilate, pretty mate; 
My hops love mirth, young bloods circulate 
Toodle, roodle, foodle, roodle, roo ; toodle, roodle, rose. 
Oh! my chaunter ſounds fo pretuly, 
Sweeter far than pipes from Italy; 
Croſs the I'weed, Iii bring my tweedledum, 
Striking foreign flute and fiddle dumb. 
Modern Rizzi's fo, 
Pleaſe ma'ams miſſes tho? ; 
Peers can merry ſtrum, 
Act plays very rum, 
I'll puff at Square Hanover, 
Can over, man over. 
All the puny pipes from Italy, Toodle, &c. 
I'm in talk a pedant mulical, 
In tine terms, I lug intruſical ; 
Slap Bravura's alt, the rage about, 
Hav4'n, Mara, Op'ra, tage about, 
Orotorios, cramers, florios, 
Things at jubilce, 
Neither he nor ſhe; 
Die at ſyren's note, 
Tiny throat, petticoat. 
This is amateur high mulical. Toodle, &c. 
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SCENE 


A rural proſpe. 


Enter Sax Db and JENNY. 


J<xxy. 

MY Sandy, why thould ill fortune thus diſturb 
our happineſs? 

SAN. EfGilpin is determir'd to break his word to me 
and give you to Captain D.uth. 

Jun. He never thall; lam under obhig uions to him 
to be ſure: but cannot think to pleale z by Making 
myſelf unhappy. 


Sax. 


-urb 
me 


him 
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Sax. As mv leaſe has expir'd I muſt quit the farm; 
for it is impoſible to pay the Z 50 which he infiits on. 

Je. Perhaps, Sandy, you may find another that may 
ſuit you. 8 

San. No, Jenny, there is no other to be had O, 
my love, was it my happy lot to poſſeis yon, I ſhould 
elteem you as my friend, adore you as a w« man, cheriſh 
you to my heart, and protect you with my lite. 

]- x. And believe me Sandy, when you are my hi:{band 
I will adviie you with candour, obey you with pleaſure, 
make your home a ſeat of comtort, and ſhould you enter 
your door with a trown, my [miles ſhould rettore you to 
chearfulneſs. 

Sax. Ar vet this captain—'ſdeath, I cannot bear the 

thought ot ret gning you even to a prince—yet why thould 
I with you to thare my poverty. 
Jes. And why not? Were you a prince, I am ſure 
I ſhon'9d partake your good fortune; and now I'll follow 
you with pleaſure all the world over; therefore do not 
leave me. | | 

Sav. My deareſt Jenny, never till now did I think 
money an obj... 

Hnier Bexin with a letter. 

Brx. A letter for you, Mits Jenny, by the poſt. [ Ext. 

Jex. ( Reads.) „Madam Lhe Ticket Ne 125, 
*« oft which you purclhias'd of me a fixtcenth ſhare, is drawn 
a prize of { 10600. I am, madam, your hunible ſervant, 

Thomas I'sui MAN. 

Jex. Heavens, what good fortune; now you can pay 
the / 50, and we ſhall have, I don't know how much in 
pocket beſides.— Where is it? | gave it you, you know. 

SAN. You did, my love—but I haven't it about me now. 

Jex. What's the matter? you ſeeni uncaly, 

San. No, my love. 

Enter Serjeant Jack, ſinging. | 

Jacx. O here's the lad I broke at cribbage; well my 
boy, I'll give you your revenge at the broads again, 
when ever you pleaſe; or at any other game from Te- 
totum to Lamb ſkinnet. 

San. O Jenny, I muſt leave you. 
Captain 
tions. 


Yonder's the 
Now will I put in practice my former inten- 
O Jenny the die is caſt. 

At 
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At dawn I roſe with jocund glee, 
For jy ful was the day 
That could this blefling give to me, 
Now joy is fled away, Jenny. 
No flocks nor herds nor fore of gold, 
Nor houſe nor hom: have I, 
It beauty mult be bought an ſold, 
Alas I caint buy, Jenny. 
Yet I am rich, i! thou art kind, 
So priz'd a ſmile from thee, 
True love, alone our he arts thall bind 
Thou'rt all the world t» me, Jenay. 
Sweet geutle maid, tho' patient meek, 
My lilly drops a tear 
Ah! zaiſe thy drooping head and ſeek 
Soft peace and comfort here, Jenny. [ Exit. 
' Jack. Poor fell»w, he ſeems unhappy ; egad, he's a 
generous lad, and ſpent his money on the recrnits like a 
prince. I won three pounds of him at Shelty's, beſides 
a lottery chance. 
Jen. Did you win a lottery chance of Sandy, fir ? 
Jack. Yes I did my dear; but I'll give it to you for 
a kiſs —damme it I wont. 
Jen. Poor S indy, it's that which makes him ſo un- 
happy ; It muit be my chance, he had no other. 
Jacx. Why you, | believe, are the girl he was to be 
married to. | 
Jex. Pray, fir, was that the number? [ Shewing the letter. 
Jacx. A 1000 no, my dear, not ſo lucky as that 
either. Let me ſee —hey Egad that's the number 
ſure enough. O I'm a lucky dog Tol-de-rol-lol. 
Jes. Poor Sandy. (cries) | 
Jack. Poor girl let me ſee—her lover was to loſe his 
farm becauſe unable to pay the £ 50 laid on by that old 
riping ſcoundrel M Gilpin | have thro' my whole 
ol been a petty ſhifting raſcal, always on the lurch; but 
damn me if I can enjoy this firſt viſit of good fortune, 
ſince it brings tears into the eyes of a pretty girl 
Jes. I ſuppole they won't pay me the money without 
the ticket, tho* 1 bought it. | 
Jacx. This is the girl too the Captain is in love with 
—lbame, to ſeparate two lovers and get the man turn'd 
out 
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out of his farm. — Captain, damme if he was a general he's 


no ſoldier.— This chance would make them both happy. 
El never yet had an opportunity of doing a generous 
action, and I have a great curioſity to know how a man 
feels after it 


a ſailor wou'd—then why not a ſoldier? 
—look you my dear, before I knew this ſcrap of paper 
was worth 60 Pounds I offer'd it you for a kits; and tho? 
I'm no nabob in point of riches, yet damme me it it was 


worth a 1000 l'de ſcorn to break my word with one that 
' hadn't the power to call me to an account for not keep- 


ing it.—Take the ticket—a kiſs was the price I aſk'd, but 


tho' my mouth waters pay it to the lad you love. [ Extt. 


Jex. Can there be ſuch worth where ſo little is expec- 
ted ? now to impart my joy, and make my Sandy 
happy as myſelf. [ Exit. 

SCENE a room in M-Gilpin's houſe. 
Enter Mocsv. 
Mos. Well, here I am: for all my father's care I have 


found means to get out again.—I wonder what's become 


of poor Jenny. 
Enter Nu. 

Jen. O Moggy, have you heard what has happen'd to 
Sandy. 

Moc. Yes, I know my father has been cruel enough 
to turn him out ot his farm. 

Jex. Yes, and in conſequence of that, he has gone and 
liſted for a ſoldier. 

Mos. Has he—why then you mult endeavour to get 
his diſcharge. 

Jex. O that's impoſſible. 

Mog. Then make him run away without it—Egad I 
would— or ſuppoſe, my dear, you was to get another 
man in his place. 
 J+xs. O the equal of my Sandy is not in Scotland. 

Mos. O yes, my dear, there is another very nice man 
in Scotland. | | | 

J: x. Indeed, Moggy, I mean no diſparagement to your 
Charley.—It happens fo unIncky too—when I have now, 
by means of the lottery ticket, the power to pay the 30 
pounds for the farm. 

Mos. I wilt 1 had a lottery ticket—here's Charley and 


I 
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I going into the wide world, and neither of us poſſeſs'd 
of ten ſhillings for travelling charges. 

E. Can I think of no method to preſerve my Sandy? 

0G. Go yourſelf to the Captain, and ſolicit his diſ- 
charge. 

J-n. O I ſhall never ſucceed if I do. 

Mos. Then if that's the caſe, my dear, you muſt, as 
the ſong ſays, pack up your tatters and follow the drum: 
I think you would make a very ſmart foot ſoldier's wife ; 
with your knapſack at your back, a couple of bairns ſqual- 
ing one in each arm, and another little ſquab fellow be- 
fore you marching with your huſband. 

Jen. 1 have a heart to go thro” all dangers with my 
Sandy. 

Deareſt youth, this heart will break, 
If cruel ividiers take thee far; 
Why peaceful home and me forſake, 
To tempt the dangers of the war; 
But all is home where thou'lt reſort. 
My dandy's ſmiles ſuch comfort bring; 
The humble village is a court, 
Grac'd by the preſence of a king. 
My ſilken gear I'll leave behind, 
Prepare to face the rain and wind; 
With him l'un meet the blalt fo keen, 
And {mile whilit on the billows toſs'd; 
The heart where love is warm within, 
FE j ys a May in Winter. froſt. [ Exit, 

Mos. Poor jenny, I believe my father uſes her very ill; 
I'm ture the comes of a very good family ; and I dare 
ſay her mother left her money, (which has made him 


what he is) let him ſay what he will; L know lhe eclipſes 


me, yet I don't envy her ten it, but love her deal); and 
wiſh her happy with her Sindy, with all my heart 
How lon; B-.uin itiys : 1 hope he'tl not diſappoint me— 
O, no, here he comes. 
Enicr Benin with a bunle. 
Ben. Dear Mus Moggy, dere's your bundle. 
Mag. Fhere's a fine tellow. 


Bex. Don't you tell maſſa I get 'em for you or he 


will licka me. 
Mos. No, no, I won't—where's Jenny? 


Bex. 


ſs'd 


dy? 
diſ- 


„ as 
um: 
fe ; 
ual- 
be- 


my 
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Bey. Below ſhe writing a letter. —Miſs Moggy, when 
you go away, I go too. [ Exit, 
| Moc. Let me ſee if he has done his buſineſs well—yes, 
here's a jacket, bonnet and every thing complete; Pll not 
even tell Charley of my deſign :—but what caſh have I 
about me ?—lad, I haven't above half a crown. 
Enter Benin with a letter and bank note in it. 

Bex. Miſs Jenny deſire me to give you dat. [ Exit. 

Mos. {opens letter.) What's this, an Edinburgh Bank 
Note of 40 pounds. { Reads ) Dear Moggy—the captain 
« will certainly never part with Sandy, Ta therefore 
« take your advice, pack up my tatters and follow the 
« drum:—As I ſhall not want the enclos'd, I beg your 
« acceptance of it for travelling charges ; it may be of 
e uſe to you till your father is reconcil'd to the ſtep you 
i are about to take; in which may you be more ſucceſsful 
t than yours —JtxxyY. 1 ; 

Mos. My generous friend—but believe me I'll not 
enjoy happineſs while you taſte ſorrow ; and the firſt uſe 
I make of my Highland dreſs ſhall be to procure liberty 
for your Sandy: and then I'll elope as faſt as I can. 

Enter M*GiLeix and CHARLEY. 

' M*Girt. You will, will you ?—but l'll take care you 
ſhan't tho'—there, go in there, thou greateſt of all my 
plagues. { Puts Moggy of.) There, ſtay, I have got the 
key I believe in this pocket. { As he is feeling for the be 
Moggy /lips out unſeen by him or Charley, and goes into t 
clothes-preſs in the back ſcene.) There, there locks the door 
Egad I hardly think I have her fafe now, tho” I have 
got her under lock and key, ſhe's ſo full of her hocus 

cus tricks.—I don't think, Shelty, you'll be able to get 
22 out now: tho? | really believe the rogue learn'd ſome 
of the tricks of the witch his grandmother. 

CAR. Egad['ll humour that idea, and by not ſeeming to 

ive into it mylelt perſuade the more of its certainty. [afede, 
No, I don't think that of Shelty neither—tho? I believe 
him wicked enough for any thing—but as to that I have 
no belief in ſuch things | 

M*G1L. No, nor I, Charley; I defy the black art: 
I truſt to imple rhetoric. | 

CAR. Simple enough. LAlide. 

D MGi. 


THE HIGHLAND REEL. 


MGi. Odſo, now I mention rhetoric, I muſt go 
and repeat a ſpeech I intend ſpeaking when I am in par- 
liament.—Charley, I am going to my ſtudy, take care 
I am not interrupted. [ Ext. 

CHar. Egad, I've thought of a ſcheme that I am ſure 
will take: for his poor brains are ſo weak, his credulity 
ſo great, and prejudices ſo ſtrong in belief of witchcraft, 
that I can perſuade him to any thing ; by which means 
I {hall be able to get Miſs Moggy her liberty. 

Ben. / without.) I tell you maſſa be buſy. 

 SaxL. (without.) I don't care, I muſt ſee him. 

Char. Here comes Shelty very luckily to aſſiſt my 
project. | 

M*G1t. (without.) O you villain, O you dog, O you 
curſed rogue. 

CHar. He ſeems in a rare humour for my purpoſe. 

Enter M*G1Leix beating Benin before him. 

Ben. O dear, O dear—me don't care. 

M*G1t.. I'll make you care, firrah—how often have I 
told you not to interrupt me in my ſtudy.— There was I 
repeating an oration that would have done honour to 
Cicero, and this black dog diſturb'd me to announce 
Shelty the piper. 

Bex. Me only tought dat 

M*Git. Hold your tongue, ſirrah.— There was I in 
the middle of my fine ſpeech on the African flave trade, 
repreſenting in the molt moving terms the diſtreſſes of the 

r unfortunate negroes.— O you damn'd dog you ſhall 
live upon bread and water a fortnight for this. (%% Benin) 
AI was deſcribing the uncommon barbarity with which 
they are treated; and was conveying it in ſuch pathetic 
ſeeling language that even recounting their miſeries drew 
tears from my eies.—0 how I'll horſe whip you for this 
you black ſcoundrel. {to Benin)—- Gentlemen, ſays I, 
have theſe inhuman taſk- maſters no touch of pity for the 
ſufferings of their fellow creatures, that thev exerciſe 
ſach cruelty on them? No, their hearts muit be callous 
to the fine tender feelings of humanity.— Vu damu'd 
black thief, I'll cut your fleth off your bones —LI will 
you dog. {to Benin.) | 

Cnat. Don't be in a paſſion, fir. 
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M*Gir. And to think of this infernal villain diſturbing 
me for Shelty the piper. 


Br. Me only ſaid 

Cu AR. Ha, ha, ha. 

Bex. Ah, you may well laugh —Maſla never beat you. 

CHaAr. No, becauſe | never anſwer him. 

Bex. If I tought dat I would no anſwer him. 

Crar. This will give aliſt to my ſcheme. /afide) Don't 
you know my maſter's a great orator and loves to have 
all the talk to himſelf. 

Bex. So he ſhall—I no ſpeak let him ſay what he will. 
O how he has tump'd me.—Tank you Charley. [ Ext. 

{all this time M*Gilpin is behind in a paſſion. ) 

M*<GiL. (Coming forward) What in the name of won- 
der could that ſaucy raſcal Shelty want with me. 

CuAR Why, fir, do you know that Shelty ſays he has 
it in his power to bring you to terms. 

M*G1it. How-—— how, Charley? 

CHar. Why, fir, he pretends to have the gift of ſe- 
cond fight from his mother, who, he ſays, had it from 
the witch his grandmothc:. I don't belive it, fir 
I've no faith init. | 

M*Girt. Upon my foul they are a bleſſed family. 

CAR. But | would not have you credit him, fir, for 
now I recollect he propheſied that my Laird Donald 
ſhould arrive at Col on—egad I believe this very day; ſo 
you ſee what a pretty fort v1 a prophet he is. 

| Enter StR VAN. 
SER. Sir, my Matter, the Laird Donald, is juſt arriv'd, 
and withes to tec you, immeuiately. _ [ Exit, 

CAA. O mercy on me. 

M*G1L. Are you ture, Charley, he foretold that Laird 
Donald ſhou'd arrive here to day. 

Char. He did indeed, ſin :I never thought any thing 
of his power before ; but this really itaggers me. 

M*G1L. This is wonderſul—:y, this is poſitive proof 
of his {kill in magic. Charley, as Laird Donald is really 
arriv'd, [ ruuit have an eye to my accounts; 1 muſt be 
you to aſſiſt me in covering «© ver my old tricks; and when 


I ſee him, I have got a ſpeech with a ipoonful of flattery 
D 2 


_ Crar. 
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CAR. Ah, ſir, now I ſce thr? the intention of th's 
wicked wretch, Shelty : that's what he means to prevent 
for he ſaid to me yelterday, Charley, ſays he, I have 
your maſter's tongue under my thumb, and am deter- 
min'd, with my ſciſſars to cut 

GIL. O lord „to cut out my tongue! 
bloody minded dug. 

Char. No, fir, worſe ; to cut the thread of your diſ- 
courte.—Jn ſhart, tir, it is his cruel determination to de— 
prive you gt ail powers of voice; to let no ſounds pals 
thro' your lips, 

M*G1t. Deprive me of my ſpeech !—but he ſhan't— 
no, I'll talk th? there were three cld women in company. 

CAR. Sir, I aſſure you he declar'd this to me; and 
ſwore he would ſoon convince me he was in earneſt if you 
didn't give him your daughter Moggy,—Ay, fir and he 
ſaid nobody ſhonld hear yor, even it you could make as 
much noiſe as filty cannon. I never thought him ſerious 
before ; but as you ſay, fir, (and you muſt certainly 


knew much better than me) I really think he muſt be 
fxill'd in magic. 


O, the 


M-Gir. Well, well, I'll not be afraid--no, no, I'll 


defy Belebub, and 

CAR. O Gear fir, here he comes, and with the fatal 
taliſman ia his hand. 

M*Git. Taliſman ! why it's nothing but a little ſwitch. 

Car. Av, fir, you know not the dreadful properties 
of that curſed twig : it was taken from the yew-tree in 
the church-yard, by the witch his grandmother; and 
with that he means to charm you to ſilence. But how- 
ever, fir, let us not fear the devil nor 

MGi. Don't talk wickedly, Charley; don't, there's 
a good boy. Here the fellow is, ſure enough. 
He don't much look like a conjuror. 

Enter SuiLTyY with a ſmall flick. 

SHEL., Where's M*Gilpin ? 

Caar. There fir, he's alkicg for you. [aſide to M*Gil. 
I hope you don't mean my maſter, Shelty. 

SHEL. Your maſter has a maſter now. 

Cu AR. There, do you hear that, ſir, [zo M*Gilpin. 
What do you mean, Shelty ? 


SHEL., 


{*Gil. 


>ilpin. 


SHEL, 
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Satt. The kicker (hall be kick'd: Laird Donald is 


come home; tine overhauling of accounts, malter ſteward 
—you muſtn't think ot brooding over your chickens now 
my old cock. 

M- Gir. Though you would (teal the chicken from its 
rooit, nay from under my very wing, yet ſpite of all 
your arts, the old cock will crow. 

Sus. Let's hear you crow. 

CHanr. There, ſir, he dares you to it. [afide to M- Gil. 

SHEL., (going towards M*Gil. }) Hark'e—Let me tell 

ou 
? M*<Gir. Forbear. 
Chrar. Ay, Shelty, I fancy I know your buſineſs. 
SHEL. Yes, you know I'm a piper. —But 1 ſay M*Gil- 
in 
g M*G1Lt. Get along, nor dare to uſe your infernal ſeiſ- 
ſars here. 


SHEL. I have no ſciſſars but ſee here - aling the 


flick )—1 know you will be telling Laird Donald a parcel 


of lies concerning my family but if you dare to ſay one 
thing to the prejudice of me and my daddy look here 
Let this keep you ſilent. [ ſhakes the flick. 

CuAR. He ſays that thall keep you ſilent. 

M*G1t. Keep off your baletui yew. 

Sur You—Pm as good as you. 

M-Gir. dilver'd in the moon's eclipſe. 

Suri Moon—movon—damme, he's touch'd. 

M*Gii. O lord, he favs l'm touch'd—O J ſhall loſe 
my ſpecch— Then farewell to trope, ſimile and beautiful 
figure. 

SHEL. O yes, you are a beautiful figure to be ſure. 

MGi. My flowers of eloquence are all cut down, 
my period eis now at a full itop. 

Sul. Les, yes, all your great doings will be at a ſtop 


now, 1. an d Oonald is come. 


Cas. How dare you wiult my mailer in this manner, 
fr 1 hive a greay mind to Kick vou Hut uf the houſe, 


o my 5 2 "T4 7 4 
RK 14e 1111 Shelt, Hebe ff) 
'T 141444 


, q ? 14 0 
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Tuer Charley 
IWith Shelty's icli; opens his mouth, and appears as if he was 
talking every time M*Gilpin ſeals % him, but ſays nothing. 

M*G1L. I never ſaw Charley in ſuch a paſſion in my life. 
What, you got him out, ha !—Come, come, why don't 
you ſpeak ? Call Benin to me.— Why don't you call him? 
Why, what do you keep nodding your head about, and 
moving your lips for, and not ſpeak ? O lord—why 
can't you ſpeak ?—O, I ſaw Shelty ſtrike him with that 
fatal cudgel.— But it can't be, I'll not believe it. — 
Hark'e, Charley, ſay to me in plain, audible Engliſh, 
Mr M*Gilpin how do you do. —There's a good boy, ſay 
that—fay it, or damme but I'll knock you down as flat 
as a flounder. Don't ſtand making face: there, but ſpeak. 
—OQ lord, its all true, and he can't ſpeak—O what thall 
I do if he has really loſt his voice? Come, come, Charley, 
now endeavour to ſpeak and have done with theſe capers. 
No, no, he can't ſpeak, ſure enough —And yet I can 
hardly believe it Egad I have a great mind to try the 
effect of that upon mylelf—but what will become of me 
when I get into parliament it I loſe my voice ?—l thall 
then only be fit to be made the ſpeaker. —However, I 
am determin'd to try it — Hark'e, Charley, do you touch 
me with that twig - but be ſure you hit me very gently — 
Now I thall ſee. [Charley flrikes him very hard. 

MGi. Why zounds, that's enough to ſtrike any man 
ſpeechleſs. 

CuAR. ( Throwing do tun the flick. } O that I could re- 
cover my voice. | 

M*G1t. Why you have recover'd it—you ſpeak well 
enough now. 

Char. Why now my maſter's lips move as if he was 
talking. | 

M*Gin I am talking, an't J. 

Cu. Poor gentleman, his lips keep moving, yet no 
ſound comes from 'em. — Egad perhaps I have recover'd 
my own voice, and by touching my maſter have taken 
away his —I remember Shelty told me dumbneſs was 
transferable. Pray, fir, are you inclin'd to talking? 

MGi. To be ſure I am always inclin'd to talking. 

Crar. No, no, he can't ſpeak—pray, fir, what wou'd 
you have me to do with this wand? 


Gir. 
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M*Girt. Take and burn it immediately. 

Char. Now pray anſwer me, fir. 

M*<Git. Why zounds, I do anſwer you. 

Char. Now, the poor. gertleman ſeems in a paſſion— 
and yet I dare ſay he's not angry.—I really believe he 
thinks he's talking. Pray, fir, ſpeak —pray do, fir—do 
talk, ſir. | 

M-Gir. What the devil would you have; I have been 


talking and bawling. 


Cnar. Ay, its all over with the poor old gentleman, 
he can't ſpeak a word.— O here comes Benin to help my 
ſcheme. {afede) 

nter BrxiNn. 

Bev. What humour is he in Charley? [ Afide, 

Char. ( Afide to Benin) A very bad one indeed. 

B+x. Den 1 no anſwer let him ſay what he vil. 

M.Gir. O here's Benin, I'll fce it he can here me.— 
Harke, you damn'd black dog, do you here me ſpeak. 

Bex. Tank you Charley. [ Exit. 

MGi Tank you Charley—he can't hear me then— 
O it's plain I can't ſpeak— O lord I have loſt my voice. {as 
lud as he can tawl.) What ſhall I do, I can't ſpeak.— 
I'll zo to my daughter however, and ſee it ſhe can hear 
me. [ Unlocks and exit. 

Cuak. What ſhall I do now he'll find me out. 

Moc. (Frem ihe cluhes preſs) Charley, Charley. 

Crar. Why, who the devil's that. 

Mos. /prrping) Its me, Charley. 

Char, Mits Moggy—— why how came you there. 

Mog. No matter—but you are humming the old one 
finely. 


C : an. Egad, I believe the old black one is humming 
us all. | 


Enter MGirrix. 

M*Gir. O dear, O dear, my daughter is not there— 
that curſed chief Shelty has (tcle her away, tho? | had her 
lock'd up and the key in n:y pocket.—- Yes, he has con- 
triv'd to get her away thru? the key hole !—Nay then I 
need no longer doubt his being able to deprive me of my 
voice. . 

Char. Well, fir, ycu have been ſpeaking te Miſs Meggy; 
* lat docs the ſay to you? 


MG. L. 
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M*Git. Here's this fellow tantalizing me now, tho” he 
knows | can't ſpeak a word. — O lord, I am the molt 
unfortunate old gentleman, the moſt miſerable wretch 
I can make no one liiten to my complainings, or any 
one pity my misfortunes. — Hey—as Charley recover'd his 
voice by touching me, perhaps I may recover mine by 
touching ſomebody e.le.—OQ it this is all Shelty can do, 
a fig for his power. —Egad 1'Il touch Charley—O lord 
no, he will be wanted to ariwer about my accounts. — 
Let me ſee who thall I conter this favour upon-—O, I 
have it—l'll give it to the itupid black—yes, yes, ll 
beitow it upon Benin the black—then I thai be reveng'd 
on him tor the interruption he occaſioned juit now. 

Enter BENIN. 

Ben. Sir, here's Laird Donald. 

MGi. O you black theit, I'll bang you ſoundly, 

Bex. Tank you Charley. | 

M*Gir. Tank you Charley again —zounds, he's hopp'd 
off like a black bird. —O lord, my miſery is now compleat 
—Laird Donald will wonder at my not ipeaking to him 
—t{here's no time to be loit—1 muſt touch Charley —what 
can I do elle. 

Cu. Dear, fir, tho' you ha e loſt your ſpeech, you 
can hear me: ſomething muit be done inſtantly.—1 now 
Tec-li:& that dhelty faid there was a particular virtue at- 
tending that [tick : —he told me if id was held in the left 
hand the perſon ſpeaking could be heard by every one but 
him to whom the ditcourte i directed; now, fit, you will 
have a tine opportunity of tpeaking your mind to a great 
man, and that very ſeidom happens; then mitead of a 
flourithing ſpeech, talk boldly, and you will give the 
tenants a high opinion of your cdu que. 

M*G1t. tgad, I'll abuſe him; he can't be diſpleas'd 
as he won't hear; — how tue tenants will ſtare; for a 
Highland Chief is a detwi-y od among his dependants. 
Here he comes marching at the heud oi 'em as itatecly as 
a turkey cock. | | 

ur! Doxato and Peaſants. 


Dox. WIII. 12 5 1 # a? ts dave * 1 tu got me, that 
you nove CHO pay vel 1/424 have you loit 411 
Senfc of dt tro your Lal d? 


yon 
NA 
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Car. No, my laird, Mr M*Gilpin who has the honour 
to be your lordſhip's ſteward, and whoſe ſecretary I ain, 
conſtitutes me to be his humble mouth-piece and bid 
you welcome to the ifland. 

M*G1u. / The flick in his liſt hand) How nicely Charley's 
flattering him—1 didn't think it had been in him. Now 
I'm talk to the great man; I'll give it him on both tides 
his ears, as he can't hear a word I ſay.—( 4/ide) Hark'e 
ſirrah - you Donald—what you ate come are you; well, 
in the name of this atſembly J pronounce you an op— 
preſſive upſtart, and an imperious old puppy. 

Dox. (Aide What is all this? 

MGi I ſuppoſe he's ſurpriz'd I don't ſpeak to him. 
Cafe) So you've got into parliament, you old fool, have 
you? a pretty repreſentative the people have got—to ſtand 
with your leg out like a puppet-- and only to ſpeak as the 
miniſter turns and twiſts the wire faſten'd to your jaws. 

Dox. Aſtoniſhing !—but this confirms what I have 
heard of him. Seize him inſtantly. [Servants ſcize him. 

M*Git. Why, my Laird, did you hear what I ſaid? 

Dox. Certainly - and wiſh I had the power of the an- 
cient barons to order you to be hang'd immediately.— 
Bring him along. 

M*Gir. O that villain Charley—O you damn'd dog— 
O what will become of me. [ Excunt. 
SCENE a Viet of the Iſland. 

Fatr DasH and JACK. 

Das u. Well, Jack, I think I thall ſoon now ſport my 

colours and you fix your halberd at Calcutta. 
Jack. Ay, | have done my beſt in this enterprize becauſe 
I undertook it, but now heartily with I had never come; 
the thoughts of trapaning theſe poor ſellows ſo far from 
their native home hurts me: preſſing in the ſea ſervice 
is at beſt but a ſhameful practice, and a cruel contradic- 
tion to Britiſh liberty : but our's is worſe, for we make 
the honeſt Highlanders? loyalty to their chief the means 
of depriving Tn of their freedom. | 

Das. Why, you are ſtrangely alter'd; you had non 
of theſe refin'd ſentiments when | found you a drumm'd- 
out trooper; but promis'd to be faithful to me in what - 
ever I employ'd you in. | 


. 


Jack. 
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Jacx. Iwasdrumm'dout to be ſure my crime inſolence 
to my officer; 't as juſt, and I deſerv'd it, but was ſav'd 
from the laſhes, thro' the clemency of my royal maſter. 
— Yet when a private dier, I never forgot I was a man, 
and now bluſh to think I have been guilty of an action 
which has ſunk me beneath the character of an Engliſh- 
man. 
Old England great in arts and arms, 

For manly worth and female charms, 
Renown'd has ever bcen, 
Renown'd has ever been. 
And now the care of bounteous heav'n, 
Has to happy Albion giv'n, 
Has to happy Albion giv'n a gracious king and queen. 
In their royal progeny our blooming proſpects ſmile, 
The fair poſſeſo'd of every grace, 
The fair pofleſs'd of every grace, 
And in the gen'rous ſons we trace, 
The guardians of our iſle, 
The guardians of our iſle. 
On Creſſy's plain an Edward fought, 
A captive king to London brought ; 
”T'was there his glories ſhone, 
'Twas there his glories ſhone. 
Tho? terrible in battle he could ſhew, 
Could ſhew by godlike, godlike clemency ; 
He grac'd the wreath he won, 
He grac'd the wreath he won, 
Whene'er ambition tempts the war, we're ready for thefield, 
To find a Creſſy itill in France, 
To find a Creſſy (till in France, 
A royal Fred'rick wields the lance, 
And holds Britania's {hicld, 
And holds Britania's thield. 
Let fame record Eliza's days, 
Her trumpets tune to ſongs of praiſe, 
The grand Armada ſee, 
The grand Armada ſee ; 
Th' invincible ſhe overcame, 
And Spaniſh Spaniſh pride was turn'd to ſhame, 
Spaniſh pride was turn'd to ſhame 
By Britons great and free. 
Old 


next 
ſtead 
will 
will 
D 
little 
M 
that 


id 


THE HIGHLAND REEL. 47 


Old Neptune thus exulting, to royal William ſpoke, 
If woman once cou'd guard my realm, 
If woman once cou'd guard my realm, 
What triumph now, when at my helm 
I place a heart of, oak, 
A royal heart of oak. 

Das u. Come, come, a truce with this nonſenſe; you 
know we mult get men, and we have thrown our net 
luckily here: we thall touch a few pounds, Jack, by this job. 

Jack. Why, I know we mult fith for men, and catch 
'em by hook or by crook; but damme if I can enjoy 
proſperity myſelf, when it is founded on the diſtreſſes of 
another. 

Das# Have you ſeen any thing of Jenny? 

Jack. Yes, I have; how can you think of parting her 
and Sandy. | 

Dasn. Why, I love her to diſtraction. 

Enter Mu in boys cloths. 
Mos. Pray, fir, have you enliſted one Sandy Frazier. 

Dasn Yes, and IV Il enliſt you too. 

Mos. O its for that I am come, if you'll take me in- 
ſtead of my brother. | 

Das u. Why is Sandy your brother? 

Mos. Yes, fir, he's the eldeit ot cight, and I am the 
next; therefore pr iy, good, dear captain, dv take me ir- 
ſtead of Sandy ; for my mother, and brothers and fiiters 
will be all ſtarv'd if you take him'a way; our little farm 
will be ruin'd—now do take me. 

Dasn. What, exchange an effective man for ſuch a 
little whip ſnaper as you- go along, you little monkey. 

Mos. Yes, fir, I know I'm a little monkey - I knew 
that —but do, fir, pray fir, diſcharge my brother ard ac- 
cept of me in his place; only conſider my poor mother, 
and brothers and fiitcrs who are all tupported by hin.— 
what will become of them if you keep him. 

Das u. Jack, here's another opportunity for your ſen- 
timent. | 

Jack. Yes, and for your humanity, if you have anvr. 

Mos. Now, fir, do take me, and only ſee what a tine 


tall ſoldier I ſhall make. 


Dasn. Go home, go home, child. 
Moc. 
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Mos. Now, fir, if you will diſcharge Sandy, I have 
40 pounds in this little bag, which III pive you. 
Das#. What do you ſay ?—qo pounds? 
Mos. Yes, ſir—all which you ſhall have; and me * 
if you will give my brother his liberty. 
Das u. O that alters the caſe. 
Jack. Ay, ay, take him fir, he'll grow taller in time; 
won't you ? 
Mos. O yes indeed, a great deal taller. {Gives the 
money to Daſb) 
Tho? I am now a very little lad, 
If fighting men cannot be had, 
For want of better I may do, 
To follow the boy with his rat, tat, too. 
I may ſeem tender, yet I'm tough; 
And tho” not much o'me I'm right good ſtuff: 
Of this I'll boaſt, ſay more who can; 
I never was afraid to meet my man. 
I'm a chickabiddy, fee, take me now, now, now, 
I'm a very little he, for your row, dow, dow, 
Brown beſs I'll knock about, 
Oh ! there's my joy at my back; 
A knapſack—like a roving boy. 
In my tartan plaid, a young ſoldier view ; 
My philabeg and dirk, and my bonnet blue : 
Give the word, and PI march where you command, 
Noble ſerjeant, with a ſhilling then ſtrike my hand. 
My Captain, as he takes his glaſs, 
May with to toy with a pretty laſs; 
For ſuch a one I've a roguith eye; 
He'll ne'er want a girl when I am by. 
I'm a chickabiddy, &c. 
Tho? a barber never yet has mow'd my chin, 
With my great broad ſword I long to begin; 
Cut flach, ram, damn, Oh glorious fun ! 
For a gun pip, pop, change my little pop- gun. 
My foes ſhall fly like geeſe in flocks, 
Ev'n Turks I'll drive like Turkey cocks ; 
And wherc'er quarter'd 1 ſhall be, 
O zounds how I'll kits my landlady. 
I'm chickabiddy, &c. 
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Das. ( Writes in hit pocket-book, tears out theleaſ andgiverit) 
Well, there my boy, there's your brother Sandy's dil- 
charge—and as you are ſuch a clever little fellow I muſt 
reward you—there's a ſhilling for you. 

Mos. A ſhilling!—O dear what a noble generous cap- 
tain you are. But now to find Sandy—and this paper 
hat a preſent will it be to my poor Jenny. [ Exit. 

Jack. Egad, we are lucky rogues; why this 40 pounds 
will be the making of us. 

Dasu. Us and we—why, what do you mean, fellow ? 
in profits I am /olus. | 

Enter Saxpy and Mnccy. 

Moc. O Sandy, I've been looking for you: there's 
your diſcharge this generous captain has given. 

San. What do you mean ? 

Dasu. What he ſays is true, you are free; but for 
your brother there if he's pert, I thall order him up to th 
balberds. 

Sax. I hare no brother, ſir. 

Dasn. How's this—why, you young raſcal, didn't you 
tell me— 

Mos. Lord, fir, what ſignifies what I told—I'm the 
greateſt fibber you ever knew. 

Das u. Why, you little young ſon of a gun 

Mos. Now, there you are out, for I am the daughter 
of an old great gun—and my match is without. [ Exit. 

Enter SHELTY. 

Dasn. Why, what the devil, have I exchang'd an 
Alexander to make a ſoldier of a woman. 

SHEL. Lord, the captain has enliſted Miſs Moggy 
M*<Gilpin—— that's a good one. 

Enter Jexxv. 
Jex. O Sandy is it true you have got your diſcharge ? 

San. I have, my love: 

Dasu. I ſee how this buſineſs is what, you have been 
a confederate in this ſcheme. 

Sax. Perfectly innocent; and yet give me leave to tell 
you, captain, I am an impoltor as well as yourſelf. 

Dasu. Zounds, what do you mean? 

Sax. Nay, nay, no bluſtering, for here comes an old 
gentleman that will ſet us both to right preſently. 
E Enter 
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Enter Laird DoxarLD. | 

Dox. Hey-day—Bob, why what's the reaſon of this 
diſguiſe? I have been ſeeking you thro” the iſland, and 
little expected to meet with you in this trim. 

San. I'll anſwer you immediately, fir—but firſt give 
me leave to aſk this gentleman by whoſe authority he in- 
lifts men. 

Dasu. By authority of your young Laird, my friend 
Bob M Donald, my Colonel. 

Dox. What my ſon a Colonel pray Bob how long 
have you been in the army ? 

Dasn. Bob why, pray, fir, isn't that Sandy? 

Dox. Sandy, no; but I wonder you who know him 
ſo well thou'd aſk that queſtion—why, this is your Co- 
lonel, your friend; my ſon Bob M Donald. But if you 
are a Colonel, as this gentleman ſays, I can't ſay I much 
admire your regimentals. 

Sax. I can't think, fir, this gentleman has been over 
kind to me; for after making me his Colonel, he wan- 
tonely degrades me to the rank of a private man in my 
own regiment. 

Das u. { Afide to Jack) This is Laird Donald's ſon !— 
what ſhall we do—they'll certainly hang us Jack. 

Jack. Ve and us why what do you mean fellow ? 
you know in hanging you are /olus. 

Dox. Well, but Bob, I'm at a loſs to account for your 
ſtrange conduct, to come here under the name of Sandy, 
and turn plowboy to ditgrace your family. 

San. Sir, I can think nothing diſgraceful that is 
not mean: by this innocent impoſition I have, ſince 
my arrival, had an opportunity of gratitying my paſſion 
for farming, and the happineſs of ſeeing the iſland in a 
more flourithing itate than I ſhould have been able to have 
accompliſhed in my real character I have beſides culti- 
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vated the eſteem ot this lovely girl, and only wait for 


your conſent to crown me the happieſt ot men. 
Dox. Why, this bears quite the face of a romance, Bob. 
San. Now, fir, I requeſt this gentleman may be 
punith'd, on the conviction of his impudent fabrication, 
and forgery of my name. 
| Enter Laird Racy and M*GirLeix. 
Racy. Well, my Laird, I am come to bid you farewel. 
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Dox. What, are you going ? 

Racy. Yes, but before I quit the iſland, I wiſh to ſee 
this Sandy Frazier. 

Dox. Sandy Frazier—O, there the gentleman ſtands. 

Racy. (to Sandy) Are you the young man that's go- 
ing to marry Jenny ? 

San. I have that honour, ſir. 

Racy. You would think it an honour if you knew all. 
well, my lad, I with you happy—there's FL 100 for 
you ; I will not tell why I give you this—the girl is wild, 
pert, and vulgar; but hold her in a tight trim and perhaps 
the may go very well. | 

Sax. Sir, I beg to hear no more of this: give your 
money and your advice to thoſe that want 'em. 

SHEL. Then give my daddy the advice, and me the. 
money. | 

Jex. Tho? I hope, fir, I dont merit the character which 
you are pleas'd to give me, yet nevertheleſs I thank you 
for your kind offer to my Sandy, | 

Racy. You, madam, I don't mean you.—But when 
I ſaw Jenny to-day, ſhe told me 


Jex. Sir, I don't recolle& I ever ſaw you in my life 
before. | Ny we. 
Racy. Why, are you Jenny, adam? 
Jex. Certainly, fir. 5 : 
Racy. Why, what's the meaning of this ? 
gut k. The doctor has been taking his whiſkey. 
Racy. How I have been impos'd on. 
Sutt. Ay, they forgot to mix it for him. 
Racy. % M*Gil.) Hark'e, fir, tell me all you know 
this young woman. ; 
" Mit. But firſt tell me who you are; and if I'm 
ig'd to tell 
ge ot You are—her mother was my ſiſter, therefore 
I expect a true account. : 
M*Git. Why, really, it is ſo long ſince, I can t recol- 
ect much: indeed I have forgot all the particulars. 
Racy. Do you remember what's become of the £ 500 
which her mother left her? 
M. Gil. Why if I was upon a trial I could not remember 
hat I was deter mir'd to forget. (ide But thatis 
your niece, who was the {weetelt babe that ever ado 
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Racy. O, my dear niece; for now with pride I own 
you. 

Dos. And it is with pride I embrace her as my 
danghter—for you muſt know that Sandy is my ſon Bob. 

Racy. Indeed! 

MGi. Sandy young Laird Donald—then I am in 2 
hopeful way. 

Sur. Now what a pity it is that I can't turn out to 
be ſomebody elle. 

Jex. And now, fir, permit me to ſolicit a pardon for 
the compaſſionate Serjeant here. 

Jacx. Which if granted, I humbly hope, may extend 
to my friend the captain, who was my partner in t' 
recruiting ſcheme. 

Sax. Leu do you call it Kidnapping -a diſ- 
grace to your . in your zeal ſor the ſervice it is 
your duty to recollect that honour is the characteriſtic of 
a Britiſh ſoldier. 

M*Git. And now, my laird, I demand juſtice on this 
curſed conjuring, juggling piper—who ſtrut me as dumb 
as a fiſh, and wanted to run away with my daughter. 

Tnuter CharLty and Moccy. 
ue Give me leave to introduce Captain M*Gilpin 
to you gentlemen. 
— M«Qu.. Why Moggy, what's the reaſon of this dreſs ? 
—are you turned ſoldier ? | | | 

Mos. I am, fir, and under the command of General 
Charley—The parſon below gave the word —'twas love 
honour, and obey. | : 

Racy. Why, I believe this is the young woman that's 
ſo much given to hbbing — how do you do Miſs Jenny:? 

Mos. Pretty well I thank you, Maſter Parſon. 

; Dos. Well, Bob, I with you and your bride much 
joy, and may your affedion equal her truth and virtue, 
— The innocent orphan is ture to be protected by heaven. 
—And may thoſe who marry for love only, be thus a- 
greeably ſurpriz'd with money. 

SHEL.. Ay, that's what I ſay.—Well, all this is very 
The land-!ord is the tenant, the tenant is the landlord, 
the poor purſon is a rich laird, the captain is no ſoldier, 
the ſoldier is a woman, the orphan is a great man's chilJ, 
the {crvant is the malter, the maſter is nobody, and 1 am 


poor 
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poor Shelty the piper, who, whether he plays on the bag- 
pipes or taps a barrel of ale, is ſtill your humble ſervant 
to command. O here comes ſome of our friends —— 


| Neighbours let us be merry. 


San. Come ſprighily Lowland laſs, 
Shel, And Highland lad, 5 
Trip here in jovial glee; 
Sax. Gentle winds from ev'ry iſland, 
Waft hearts merry, blithe, and free ; 
SHEL., At Shelty's houſe, 
In gay carouſe, 
Your hours employ ; 
M*<Git. O well faid boy. 
SER. Lay ſupper down, 
And bring the booze, 
To with the young folks love and joy. 
CHORUS, Whiſky, friſky, prancing, dancing, 
Sorrow ſend to Nick the Deel; 
by Care or trouble who can feel, 
Lilting up the HiguraxD Retr. 
Whitky, friſky, &c. 
Mos. Mind deareſt lad I tell you fairly, 
Married I muſt have my way; 
CHar. I'm ſure dear laſs you'll govern rarely, 
Love and honour I'll obey, 
SAN. Nor marriage chain, 
SHEL, Nor bit nor rein, 
Mos. The duce a bit, 
M*Git. A gameſome tit, 
SHEL, Gadzooks poor henpeck'd Charley, 
M*Git. A wiſe man I, my child's a wit. 
Whiſky, friſky, &c. 
Sax. The torch of love by Cupid lighted, 
Never ſhall extinguiſh'd lie, 
Jen. True vows at Hymen's Altar plighted. 
Roſy hours the knot ſhall tie. 
SAN, Earneſt this, 
Je "WM Of heavenly bliſs, 
oth. My only love, 
M*Git, Well ſaid by Jove, 
SAN. Sweet bloſſom ne' er be blighted, 
M*G1t, She'll coo like any turtle dove. 
Whisky, friſky, &c. 


Sea. 
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Old Neptune's arms the Globe embracing, 
In his graſp can kingdoms hem. 


Great Jove upon his finger placing 


Albion's Iſle, a radiant gem. 
Oh ever thine, 
With rays divine, 
Shed luſter round, 
And thus enthron'd. 
Royal George with years increaſing, 
With each bleſſing ever crown'd. 
Whiſky, friſky, &c. 
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